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headmistress 

/ice-Principal 


Mrs.  Haldane  Scott,  B.A.,  M.A.T. 
Miss  Charlotte  Foster,  B.A. 


The  Board  of  Governors 


Chairman 
/ice-Chairman 
honorary  Treasurer 
honorary  Secretary 
Members 


Jecretary-T  reasurer 
Registrar 


Mr.  David  Gregory 

Mr.  Ian  Soutar 

Mrs.  Claire  Dingle 

Mr.  Roy  Heenan 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Carrique 
Dr.  Robert  Faith 
Mr.  Michael  Hayes 
Mrs.  Dorothy  Waterston 
Dr.  Raezelle  Zinman 

Miss  Ellen  Goode 
Miss  Judith  Rees 


This  year  The  Study  began  its  third 
year  in  the  “new  building.”  But  it 
was  also  the  beginning  of  the  second 
half  of  the  seventh  decade  of  the  life 
of  the  school.  What,  then,  is  a 
“beginning”? 

Someone  has  pointed  out  that 
today  is  the  first  day  of  the  rest  of 
your  life.  Someone  else  has  said, 
“You  have  to  begin  somewhere.” 
Metaphysicians  talk  about  a  time 
continuum  with  no  beginning  and  no 
end.  It  looks  as  though  it  is  up  to 
each  one  of  us  to  choose  where  we 
begin  -  when  we  decide  what  we  want 
to  begin! 

To  begin  is  to  undertake  -  a  task,  a 
life,  or  the  activities  of  the  next 
minute.  It  is  really  not  so  confusing 
when  you  realize  that  it  is  your 
privilege  to  decide  what  you  do.  That 
is  what  education  is  all  about  -  and 
each  moment  is  an  opportunity  for  a 
new  beginning  of  your  choice. 
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Staff  1981 


Mrs.  Cross,  Mile.  Viau,  Mrs.  Ewing,  Mrs. 
Scott,  Mrs.  Cooke. 


Mrs.  Vivian,  Ms.  Biggs,  Mrs.  Lennard,  Mrs. 
Ronsley,  Mr.  Hamilton. 


Mme.  Jasmin,  Mme.  Kebedgy,  Mme.  Jothy, 
Mme.  Glorieux,  Mrs.  Baugniet,  Mme. 
Looten. 
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Youth,  what  man’s  age  is  like  to  be  doth  show; 
We  may  our  ends  by  our  beginnings  show. 

Sir  John  Denham 


L.B. 
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Frau  Bottenburg,  Mr.  Christiani,  Mrs.  Balfour,  Miss  Benjamin, 
Mrs.  Wright. 


Mrs.  Allen,  Mrs.  Cunningham,  Mrs.  Somerville,  Mrs.  Kerr, 
Mrs.  Buckberrough. 


The  difficult  we  do  immediately;  the  impossible  takes  a  little 
longer. 


Charles  Alexandre  de  Calonne 

Miss  Rees,  Mrs.  Reid,  Mr.  Trenholm,  Mrs.  Stephen,  Miss 
Goode. 


Mrs.  Johnston,  Mr.  Tomczyk,  Ms.  Pappius. 
ABSENT:  Mrs.  Finley,  Mrs.  Allan. 
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If  I  leave  here  tomorrow 
Would  you  still  remember  me? 

For  1  must  be  travelling  on  now-. 


There's  i 

I  ve 


so  many 
to  see. . 


. . .  I'm  as  free  as  a  bird 


In  a  small  garden  of  snap-dragons  was  a  school  for  lady-bugs.  They  were  a  happy  family,  and 
they  loved  their  beautiful,  colourful  home.  Within  their  walls  of  orange,  yellow,  pink,  and  violet, 
a  marvellous  aroma  was  contained.  Yes,  they  were  certainly  lucky  to  live  in  such  a  wonderful 
place.  Here,  they  were  protected  from  all  the  horrors  of  the  world  outside:  the  ant  mobs,  the 
hornets,  and  lawn-mowers.  In  truth,  their  life  was  so  sheltered  that  the  majority  of  them  were  very 
naive. 

Of  late,  however,  the  oldest  class  of  the  school  was  growing  restless;  sometimes  excited, 
sometimes  scared.  They  knew  that  they  would  not  be  returning  to  their  cherished  school  again.  It 
was  time  to  go  out  into  the  world  from  which  they  had  been  so  protected.  In  front  of  them  was  a 
host  of  possibilities.  They  could  continue  to  learn,  only  in  a  different  garden;  they  could  travel; 
perhaps,  they  would  fall  in  love  and  raise  families  of  red  with  black  spots.  In  any  case,  the  op¬ 
portunities  were  there;  this  was  the  beginning  of  a  whole  new  life. 

The  lady-bugs  were  such  close  friends  and  loved  each  other  so  much  that  the  thought  of  leaving 
each  other  made  them  very  sad.  Several  of  their  friends  had  left  and  flown  to  other  schools  and 
had  been  greatly  missed. 

As  the  pretty  insects  sat  amongst  each  other  they  wondered  where  the  time  had  gone.  The  years 
filled  with  laughter  and  happiness  had  sped  by  too  fast  for  anyone  to  see.  The  times  they  had 
smiled  together  and  cried  together  would  soon  be  only  memories. 

Now,  they  were  leaving  -  beautiful  in  their  gowns  of  white.  They  were  leaving  each  other  -  not 
forever  though  -  and  leaving  their  beautiful  snap-dragons.  They  were  happy;  there  would  be  new 
tales  to  tell  each  other  when  they  met  again. 

The  lady-bugs  flew  away  from  the  garden,  each  a  separate  way,  and  tiny  tears  fell  from  their 
eyes.  Within  each  little  heart  were  fond  memories,  and  in  each  little  nose,  the  smell  of  snap¬ 
dragons  lingered. 

C.L. 


Cynthia  Eberts 


The  woods  would  be  a  silent  place,  if  the  only  birds  that  sang  there  were  those  that  sang  best 


After  six  years  at  The  Study,  Cinny  has  proven  herself  to  be  an  outstanding  student  as  well  as  a  good  friend.  Her 
talents  are  varied,  and  not  only  academic;  she  has  participated  in  several  team  sports,  including  volleyball,  soccer,  and 
tennis.  She  has  been  a  success  in  school  drama  productions,  and  who  can  forget  her  natural  ability  in  both  public 
speaking  and  debate?  Most  important  of  all.  this  year  Cinny  was  elected  Head  Girl,  and  has  won  respect  and  admiration 
from  the  entire  school. 

Cinny’s  effort  and  organization  has  been  greatly  appreciated  by  us  all.  Devoting  her  time  and  herself  by  staying  late  in 
the  afternoons,  arriving  early  in  the  morning,  and  effectively  controlling  our  class,  Cinny  has  kept  things  running 
smoothly,  and  made  this  year  a  memorable  one  for  everyone.  Thanks,  Bear! 


"It’s  not  that  ...  it's  just  that”  ...  lunch  meater  ...  Cinnie,  Cynnie  ...  “Up.  down,  all  around,  on  a  rollercoaster"  ...  jujubes  at 
The  Cars ...  “God,  those  kids  are  cute!”  ...  Pooh  Bear ...  “Heroes”  ...  late  night  "pigouts”  ...  bruce  ...  snail  poo  ...  summers 
in  Maine  ...  blob  ...  “your  mouth  is  down”  ...  Debbie  ...  telephone  pranks  ...  Baby  Duck  ...  night  skiing  ...  Happy  B-day  ... 
shaving  cream  and  vaseline  ...  vegetable  games  in  Dominion  ...  blue  eyes ...  battery  ...  climate  ...  bouncer  ...  Ml.  Royal  ski  trip 
...  Bonne  chance,  Cinny! 


'The  best  of  friends  never  part  ..." 

Boz  Scaggs 


Tania  Jebali 


I  am  sorry  for  any  man  who  has  not  the  imagination  to  spell  a  word  two  ways. 


“Some  people  are  going  to  like  me,  and 
Some  people  aren’t.  So  l  might  as  well  be  me; 
Then  at  least  1  know  that  the  people  who  like  me, 
Like  ME/’ 


Remember  “La  Belle  Etoile”  ...  Carlos  and  Giovanni  ...  tripping  down  the  alley-ways  ...  tripping  over  paper  bags  ...  summer 
of  ’80  -  who  could  forget?  ...  slimy  D.J.’s  and  stewards  ...  that  long  Saturday  with  the  boys  ...  “coffee,  anyone?”  ...  “don’t 
listen  to  him;  decide  your  own  future.”  ...  “yum,  this  food  is  delicious  -  can  I  have  a  quart  of  water,  please?”  ...  chips  in  bed 
until  3:00  a.m.  ...  “1  ate  the  whole  hot  pepper!”  ...  falling  in  front  of  the  elevator-spaz!  ...  Vogue  ...  “1  actually  cracked  a 
smile  out  of  Tania!”  ...  “type  who  never  lets  on  what  she’s  thinking.”  ...  “where  are  you  from  again,  Tasmania?”  ... 
BISLEMA!  We  love  you,  M.B.  and  C.R. 


THANKS  R.Nl.,  M.B.,  C.R.,  and  everyone  else! 


“I  was  a  free  man  in  Paris 
I  felt  unfettered  and  alive  ... 

You  know  I’d  go  back  there  tomorrow. 
But  for  the  work  I’ve  taken  on  ...” 

Joni  Mitchell 


Wendy  Alexander 


"Seeing  is  believing,  but  imagination  makes  it  real.” 

W  riting  long,  interesting  notes  to  friends  in  all  classes,  because  incidentally,  listening  is  against  the  basic  precepts  of  her 
religion. 

E  ven,  so  she  manages  to  maintain  a  good  average,  boosted  by  the  creative  talent  shown  in  English  Comp.  Esen  Mr..  Cooke 
giggled  the  day  Wendy 

N  onchalantly  strolled  into  Physics  class,  and  casually  announced:  "I’m  sorry  -  1  can't  work  today  ■  I'm  on  strike.”  In  her 
spare  time,  she  can  be  found 

D  esigning  Title  Pages,  sketching,  or  doodling,  as  she  fulfills  her  job  of  Yearbook  Art  Editor  with  real  talent.  Of  course,  it's 
quite  possible 

Y  ou  will  find  her  deviously  scheming  her  famous  (infamous?)  reforms  and  revolts.  (Omega  Upsilon  Tau-YAY!) 

Remember:  Choreography  ...  insane  asylums  and  sexy  workmen  ...  kidnapping  classmates  Quebec  City  ...  Nike  ...  “hey.  Bob!” 
...  rock  ...  James  Douglas  Morrison  is  not  dead  ...  Arab  sheiks  from  the  Gobi  Desert ...  dilated  pupils ...  "what  country  is  the  Shah 
of  Iran  from?"  ...  222's  ...  Pilobolus  ...  sprinting  across  muddy  fields  in  high  heels  ...  Q.Y.P  and  indoor  snowball  fights  3  hr. 
chess  games  and  champagne  breakfasts  ...  decisions  ...  joining  repenting  classmates  in  solitary  confinement  ...  the  last  of  the 
Bcolhuks! 

I  guess  you  could  say  it’s  been  “different”  knowing  you,  Wendy,  Seriously,  we'll  never  forget  you;  we’ll  miss  you,  and  good  luck 
next  year! 


Anna  Asimakopulos 


“Far  below,  where  shadows  fester  as  they  grow, 

An  army  thousands  strong,  obsessed  by  right  and  wrong. 
Sense  their  time  is  coming  near. 

So  they  turn  towards  the  light,  from  their  region  of  the  night. 
Marching  on  and  on, 

They  near  the  air,  it  won't  be  long." 

Genesis 


Feeling  depressed,  dejected,  or  otherwise  unhappy?  Go  straight  away  to  see  our  resident  Monty  Python  expert  ("Always 
look  on  the  bright  side  of  life”).  You’ll  probably  find  her  in  a  closet  somewhere,  doing  penitence  with  friends  (Omega 
Epsilon  Tau  -  yay!)  Pray,  do  not  be  alarmed:  provided  that  you  and  she  share  the  same  interesting  (warped?)  sense  of 
humour,  Anna  will  become  a  true  and  steadfast  friend,  always  ready  to  lend  a  sympathetic  ear.  Of  course,  you  must  be 
the  sort  who  is  not  at  all  bothered  by  strange  pacts  made  to  do  “silly  walks’’  down  St.  Catherine  Street  on  a  Friday  night 
(les  trois  mousquetiers).  Some  actually  question  Anna’s  sanity  for  the  following  reasons,  to  name  a  few:  she  is  a  certified 
AC?  1)C  and  J.  Morrison  freak,  and  Ffallowe’en  Arab?!  Those  of  us  who  are  fortunate  enough  to  know  Anna  well  don't 
question  it:  we  KNOW  she’s  crazy.  That  high-pitched,  diabolical  giggle  should  prove  it!  Oddly  enough,  Anna  does  seem 
to  deceive  teachers  into  thinking  that  she  is  a  quiet,  shy,  and  modest  young  lady.  Obviously,  they  have  never  shared  a 
hotel  room  with  her  (embarrassing  headboards  and  personal  questions,  right?)  When  Anna  is  feeling  serious  and  studious 
(average:  once  a  year),  she  decides  to  catch  up  on  homework.  Nevertheless,  she  maintains  a  high  average,  and  this  year, 
she  is  sports  editor  of  the  yearbook  (although  she  hates  nagging  people,  as  she  will  readily  tell  you). 

Well,  Anna,  it’s  been  “wild  ’n  crazy”.  Keep  in  touch,  and  knock  'em  dead! 


Reginald,  Reginald  ...  Vive  le  France  ...  Stratford  ...  HAIR!  leather  headbands  ...  silly  walks 
“Where  will  I  go?”  ... 


Teenage  Wildlife 


Melanie  Barwick 


“Now  I’ve  been  saying  there’s  something  I  have  to  prove.  I  keep  on  going  baby,  ’cause  1  know  if  1  stop  now.  I’m  bound  to 
lose.” 

Joan  Armatrading 


‘Summer’s  here  and  the  time  is  right  for  racing  in  the  street.” 

Bruce  Springsteen 


“Monday  has  come  around  again.  “I’m  in  the  same  old  place,  with  the  same  old  faces  watching  me.”  "All  my  life  I  felt 
that  you  were  listening,  watching  for  ways  to  help  me  stay  in  time.”  “Your  whisper  tells  a  secret,  your  laughter  brings  me 
joy.”  “So  you  tell  me  that  you  find  it  hard  to  grow.”  “Went  through  a  lot  of  changes,  turned  a  lot  of  pages.”  “Thank  you 
for  coming  to  my  room,  when  you  know  I’m  alone,  for  finding  me  a  highway  and  driving  me  home.  For  pulling  me  away 
when  I’m  starting  to  fall,  for  revving  me  up  when  I’m  starting  to  stall.”  “Where  do  I  go,  follow  the  river,  where  do  1  go, 
follow  the  gulls  ...  where  do  1  go,  follow  the  children,  where  do  I  go,  follow  the  smiles.”  People  who  care  about  people  are 
important,  “Especially  people  who  care  about  strangers.”  “Asked  the  girl  what  she  wanted  to  be,  she  said  baby  can’t  you  see 
I  want  to  be  famous,  a  star  on  the  screen.”  “Good  morning  starshine,  you  lead  us  along.”  “And  even  when  the  song  is  over, 
where  have  I  been,  was  it  just  a  dream,  and  though  your  door  is  always  open,  where  do  1  begin,  may  I  please  come  in?”  To 
know  you  as  1  know  you  now,  that  is  all  1  need.” 

P.S.  We  love  you  ...  C.R.  and  T.J. 

(Quotes  from  Supertramp,  The  Beatles, 
“Hair”  and  Meatloaf.) 


Venetia  Eisenhauer 


No  matter  what  the  future  brings,  nothing's  like  the  real  thing 


Bread 


Since  she  arrived  here  in  grade  three,  Venetia  has  excelled  in  all  areas 
House-Head  of  Mu  Gamma,  she  has  become  known  throughout  the  school 
organization.  Venetia  will  make  a  great  pediatrician,  or  whatever  else  she 
succeed  in  everything  that  she  attempts. 


of  school  life.  As  co-editor  of  the  yearbook 
not  only  for  her  intellect,  but  for  her  vivacity 
dreams  of  becoming.  She  is  a  real  doer,  and 


Remember:  ...  sideburns  ...  left-handed  tennis  ...  shrill  shreaks 
haired  guys  with  knives  ...  monologue  in  drama  ...  hair  in  rags 


muddy  shoes  ...  messy  shelf  ...  your  mom’s  cooking  ...  long 
hook-nose  ...  little  mice  ...  sapling  growth  ... 


“Life  is  a  moment  in  space, 

When  the  dreams  are  gone  it’s  a  lonelier  place 


Pamela  Gregory 


Remember:  ...  slide  shows  ...  “No,  1  like  dandng!”  ...  Wes  ...  Laura  Secord 
Nibs  ...  Ping  Pong  . . . 


Cynthia  Hyde 


Let  a  smile  be  your  umbrella. 


'The  elevator  to  success  is  not  running  -  use  the  stairs. 


This  year  Cynthia  was  deservedly  elected  to  the  positions  of  senior  prefect.  Sports  Captain  of  the  school,  and  Head  of  Delta 
Beta.  However,  these  are  only  a  few  of  her  many  achievements.  During  the  nine  years  that. Cyn  has  attended  the  Study,  she 
has  been  part  of  many  school  teams,  and  has  proven  herself  to  be  a  great  athlete.  In  fact,  Cyn  can  often  be  seen  in  the  early 
hours  of  the  morning,  jogging  around  Westmoum,  keeping  fit,  white  the  rest  of  her  classmates  catch  their  last  few  minutes  of 
sleep.  Cyn  has  a  promising  artistic  talent  as  well,  and  her  drawings  and  paintings  will  always  remain  with  the  Study,  whether 
in  the  yearbook  or  hanging  on  the  walls  of  the  art  room.  Despite  her  booming  social  life,  Cyn  has  also  managed  to  get  all  her 
work  in  on  time  (which  is  more  than  many  of  us  can  say),  and  has  maintained  a  high  academic  average. 

With  a  smile,  high  aspirations,  and  lots  of  determination,  she  looks  forward  to  a  promising  future  in  whatever  she  chooses 
to  do.  Her  smiling  face  and  friendship  will  be  remembered  and  greatly  missed  by  all  of  us.  Vie!  Gluck- Cyn! 


...  say  it  ain’t  so  Joe  ..  voting  for  yourself  ...  “pigging”  out  on  sandwiches  at  grads  ...  Snoopy  ...  sitting  on  a  pillow  ...  “In 
the  winters  we  have  fires”  ...  looking  cool  with  car  keys  ...  “1  waaan’  it”  ...  blowing  up  balls  ...  Triple  Entente  ...  melt,  melt 
...  mini  putt  ...  “Jt  smells  like  flowers"  ...  Queens,  rah,  rah!!  ...  Little  House  and  Eight  is  Enough  ...  Sandrew  ...  "Les 
haricots  seches”  ...  blond  crazy  ...  cucumber  sandwiches  ...  “Did  you  know  that  one  of  my  relatives  ...?”  ...  Indian  bracelet 
...  snorts  and  bombs  ...  “I’d  rather  be  sailing"  (with  ...)  ...  permanent  bruises  ...  squash  ...  "Not  hamburgers,  again?!” 
matching  ribbons  and  earrings  ...  numbers  ...  brown  pears  ...  pig^  ...  Squiggy  ...  Mark’s  party  ...  Metis  highchair  ... 


Cynthia  Lank 


"Sail  away,  away 
ripples  never  come  back 
They've  gone  to  the  other  side  ...,K 
Genesis 

"There’s  nothing  worth  the  wear  of  winning 
but  laughter  and  the  love  of  friends.” 

Hilaire  Belloc 

What  makes  Pam  so  different  from  everyone  else?  Two  things:  she  has  four  heads  of  hair  and  the  nauseating  ability  to 
eat  and  lose  weight  at  the  same  time.  Pam,  alias,  Pcom-Lay  (my  Hawaiian  buddy),  Dot,  Lana,  and  co-founder  of  ”Ca 
Pasa",  has  been  at  the  Study  for  eight  years,  and  during  that  time  has  been  a  devoted  member  of  the  choir.  When  she 
finally  does  appear  as  a  contestant  on  the  television  version  of  "Name  That  Tune",  I’m  sure  that  she  will  have  no  dif¬ 
ficulty  identifying  the  following  musical  pieces:  that  good  old  favorite  Spanish  tune  “Podo  Gustar  Agradar”,  Andy 
“rhea”  Williams’  “Tammy,  Tammy",  and  perhaps  the  song  that  she  choreographed  her  most  famous  work  for  -  “Song, 
Song  Blue”,  or  maybe  just  one  of  our  famous  duets? 

Well  Pam,  this  minotaur  and  snake  will  miss  you  more  than  she  can  say.  1  know  that  with  her  great  determination, 
Pam  will  achieve  all  her  future  goals.  She  has  been  a  great  prefect,  and  I'm  sure  she  will  be  a  great  lawyer.  !’m  also  sure 
that  she  will  . reach  her  goal  of  guest  on  the  “Tommy  Hunter  Show”  (love  those  costumes).  Pam  will  certainly  be  happy 
wherever  she  goes  because  of  who  she  is. 


"Summer  full?’ 


Jock  Gregory 


“You've  got  to  wake  up  every  morning  with  a  smile  on  your  face  and  show  the  whole  world  all  the  love  in  your  heart. 

Carole  King 

Between  the  laughter  and  the  friendships  of  the  last  six  years,  my  stay  at  the  Study  has  been  indescribably  good.  Thanks  to 
my  teachers,  and  most  of  all  to  my  friends.  Wherever  I  go,  1  will  take  a  little  piece  of  the  Study  with  me. 

There  is  nothing  so  precious  as  a  faithful  friend, 

And  no  scales  can  measure  his  excellence. 

A  faithful  friend  is  an  elixir  of  life;  ... 

Ecclesiasticus 
Chapter  6  (v.  15-17) 

...  alors,  enfin  (enfait),  voyons ...  Lupien  ...  yellow  ...  strings  in  my  head  ...  knitting  ...  Marmitc  ...  "1  have  amnesia!"  ...  twinkle 
in  your  eye  ...  A.R.  with  ...  the  rabbit  hunter  ...  Bazaar  picture  ...  scarf  ...  "C'mon  Chip"  ...  G.B.S.R.C.  ...  "Do  you  like 
oranges?”  ...  Triple  Entente  ...  ballet  ...  La  Petite  Halle  ...  Toolfeather ...  Heinekin  ha!  ha!  ...  mini  tunics ...  cabin  in  the  woods ... 
ants  in  7-up  ...  choc,  sauce  ...  fish  ...  mini  drinks  ...  lunch  -  woops!  ...  small  boys  ...  Reck  face  charcoal  ...  vitamin  F  ...  orange 
juice  fluff  noise?!  ...  Saint  Justine  ...  “Madame,  yous  alio/  me  tuer,  mais”  ...  chewing  tobacco  . .  contorted  messengers ...  bleeding 
noses  ...  Quebec  souvenirs  ...  “Don’t  worry,  no  one  knows  ..."  ...  leather  headband  ...  “B.P.  is  my  cousin"  ...  heading  in  soccer 
...  chewing  milk  ...  rag  doll ...  “Hold  your  button!”  ...  hit  man  ...  “A  commin'  home  for  supper  ... 


Linda  MacKenzie 


The  finest  years  I  ever  knew  were  all  the  years  I  had  with  you.” 

Bread 


Linda  has  been  at  the  Study  for  twelve  years,  and  during  that  time  has  enthusiastically  participated  in  many  areas  of 
school  life.  Her  athletic  ability  has  led  her  to  be  a  prominent  member  of  many  school  teams,  and  this  year  she  was  elected 
sub-Sports  Captain  of  the  school.  She  has  also  been  kept  busy  with  her  jobs  as  sub-Head  of  Beta  Lambda,  and  member 
of  the  entertainment  committee.  When  not  swamped  by  work,  Lind  can  often  be  seen  with  a  bag  of  Doritos  in  one  hand, 
and  a  bagel  in  the  other,  and  to  the  amazement  and  jealously  of  her  friends,  she  remains  incredibly  thin.  She  has  also 
achieved  a  high  academic  average,  despite  busy  weekends  and  quick  naps  between  classes. 

Linda’s  determination  and  inquisitiveness  will  help  her  to  accomplish  her  goals  in  life,  and  she  is  sure  to  succeed  in 
whatever  she  chooses  to  do. 

Keep  smiling  -  we’ll  miss  you! 


...  little  green  trees  ...  ravioli  ...  dislexia  ...  sharks  ...  a  “different”  artistic  talent  ...  Boz  Scaggs  by  Fleetwood  Mac  ... 
Romeo  ...  little  white  quibba  ...  Doritos  and  shrimp  chips  ...  “Hello,  this  is  the  police  ...”  ...  starvation  diets  ...  “Maybe 
she’s  bald”  ...  the  Orpheus  6’6"  ...  teevee,  shopeen  ...  “She  looks  like  an  animat  in  the  zoo!”  ...  Beachball  ...  blisters  ... 
a  “strange”  couple  ...  “Is  my  part  straight?”  ...  telephone  rings  ...  “If  I  had  them.  I’d  kill  them!”  ...  Dan  Fogelberg  ... 
“Is  this  a  no  parking  zone?”  ...  conversation  with  an  Iranian  ...  La  Coupe  ...  Jay  Bird  ...  public  speaking  ...  “You  speak 
Russian  as  well  as  you  speak  French!”  ...  Yeuck  ...  mini  drinks  ...  red  pants  ...  “It’s  from  St.  Urbans,  I  promise  ...”  ... 
Uncle  Marty  ...  "Horses  eat  -  hay  wild  ...”  ...  lazy  ...  kiwi  fruit  ...  zeit,  bei,  gegenuber  ...  “Hey,  do  me  a  favour  okay?” 
...  “I  don’t  want  to  leave!”  ... 


I  say  it's  spinach,  and  I  say  the  heck  with  it!” 

Carl  Rose 


It’s  broccoli  dear. 


Roxane  Marin 


“Be  yourself  -  but  be  your  best  self. 

Dare  to  be  different,  and  to  follow  your  own  star.” 

S.H.  Payer 


Roxane  is  a  two  year  veteran  of  the  Study.  Her  long  willowy  body  can  be  seen  roaming  the  halls  of  the  school  in  search  of 
her  “little  sister”.  She  is  one  of  the  glee  club’s  greatest  assets,;  as  her  deep  seductive  voice  is  used  to  do  things  that  no  other 
voice  could  do,  such  as  crying  “woo-woos”  and  “bazaares”  ...  Roxane  is  one  of  those  incredibly  fortunate  people  who  can 
eat  all  she  wants  and  never  gain  an  ounce.  Much  testing  has  been  done  on  this  phenomenon  at  Cantor’s  Bakery  after  school. 

We  are  glad  Roxane  came  into  our  class,  as  she  has  contributed  a  lot  of  laughs. 


"Suspense,  you  know  suspense”  ...  the  judo  teacher’s  favorite  student  ...  “Will  you  please  autograph  my  left  nostril”  ...  a 
certain  club  ...  the  Gailerie  ...  going  to  the  bakery  to  see  the  baker  ...  stretching  little  girls  ...  permed  hair  ...  little  laughing 
accidents  ...  bazarre  ...  winking  for  free  coffees  ...  trying  to  put  someone’s  foot  in  the  toilet  ...  shoving  people  into  closets  ... 
drooling  ...  nights  in  Beaconsfield  ...  “God  you’re  gorgeous”  ... 


We’re  here  for  a  good  time,  not  a  long  time,  so  have  a  good  time,  the  sun  can’t  shine  every  day.” 

T  rooper 


Erica  Nadler 


“I’m  forgettin’  to  remember  to  forget 
All  the  memories  locked  inside  my  head 
I'll  be  home  then  you’ll  hear  what  I  say 
It  seems  forever  started  yesterday 
I’m  home  tomorrow  or  maybe  it’s  today 


Squeeze 


Erica  came  to  the  Study  in  grade  one,  and  ever  since  she  has  entertained  the  class  with  thousands  of  fascinating  stories  and 
notes  of  interest.  She  is  what  some  might  call  a  walking  encyclopedia  of  general  knowledge.  As  a  steady  socialite  and  com¬ 
pulsive  movie-goer,  Erica  has  plenty  to  tell  in  that  line  too. 

With  her  hearty  determination  Erica  will  definitely  succeed  in  whatever  endeavors  she  chooses. 


Remember:  ...  fights  with  Roxane  ...  1  saw  a  movie  like  that  ...  Donahue  ...  Queen  ...  sweet  sixteen  ...  the  Gailerie  ... 
...  The  Edge  of  Night  ...  T.V.  ...  records  ...  movies  ...  "Erica  did  you  hear  Miss  G.  didn’t  get  married"  ...  rubber 
the  devil  ...  purple  peepees  ...  "Do  1  look  too  ...?”  ...  a  certain  club?!  ...  "Look  Erica  it’s  David  Suzuki!”  ...  Can 
bite?”  ... 


Virginia 
plant  ... 
1  have  a 


Erin  O’Brien 


Jennifer  Oulton 


Reminiscences  make  one  feel  so  deliciously  aged  and  sad.” 

George  Bernard  Shaw 


REMEMBER?  Four  long  years  ...  what  a  change  ...  long  phone  calls  ...  notes  ...  "1  don’t  like  Monday's”  ...  Friday  af¬ 
ternoons  (TGfF)  ...  insane  asylums?  ...  "what’s  your  pulse?”  ...  countdown  ...  decorating  homework  books  ...  letters  ... 
"A  little  rebellion  now  and  then  is  a  good  thing"  (Thomas  Jefferson)  ...  founding  member  of  Omega  Upsilon  Tau,  the 
outhouse  ..."  out-and-out  respectability!”  ...  dislikes  pettiness  ...  wears  make-up?  ...  interesting  conversations  ...  good 
friends  ...  The  Understudy  ...  Editor  ...  The  Study  Trillium  ...  infatuation  ...  Quebec  City  (“losing”  ourselves)  ...  caleche 
rides  ...  “hey,  Jean-Paul!”  ...  dieting!?)  ...  A  +  history  papers  ...  “the  only  athletic  sport  1  ever  mastered  was  Scrabble!" 
...  Jocks  unite!  Jock  Oulton?!  ...  amazing  academic  ability  ...  Monty  Python  ...  ingenuity  ...  silly  walks  down  St.  Catherine 
on  a  Friday  night  ...  music  ...  Stratford;  Rm.  31  ...  "will  you  please  sign  my  programme?"  (by  your  picture!)  ...  "you 
mean  he’s  bi? ! ”  ...  strange  magic  ...  Guy  Smiley  ...  Gr.  9  Latin-toga  parties!  ...  great  expectations  ...  wild’n’crazy  summers: 
1980  -  beautiful  experiences?!  ...  “may  the  scintillations  of  your  wit  be  like  the  coruscations  of  summer  lightning  -  lambent, 
but  innocuous”  (3  dictionary  words  a  night,  eh,  Jen?)  ...  a  choice  between  two  futures  ...  private  jokes  and  laughter  (silent 
shaking  kind)  ...  sleep-overs  ...  the  good  times  ...  REMEMBER? 


All  the  best  and  special  thanks  to  those  w  ho  made  my  four  years  at  The  Study  a  happy  experience. 


Caroline  Rhea 


Senior  Prefect,  Yearbook  Treasurer,  Head  of  the  Library  Committee:  just  a  few  of  the  many  responsibilities  Erin  has 
successfully  and  efficiently  performed  this  year.  What  would  the  Sixth  Form  have  done  without  her?  Needless  to  say,  Erin 
has  been  one  of  the  busier  members  of  our  class. 

Ever  since  she  came  to  The  Study  in  Grade  Three,  Erin's  mathematical  mind  has  allowed  her  to  excel  academically, 
especially  in  the  science.  Her  determined  attitude  towards  her  work  will  certainly  aid  her  in  becoming  the  successful  business 
woman  she  hopes  to  be. 

Erin  amuses  us  all  w  ith  her  tales  of  sailing  in  KnowUon,  jogging  excursions  in  the  morning,  and  dieting  experiences.  With 
her  sense  of  humour,  intelligence,  and  blonde  hair,  we  are  sure  that  she  will  accomplish  much  and  continue  to  be  a  good 
friend  to  all  those  fortunate  enough  to  know  her  well. 

Remember:  swimming  party  ...  boosey  ...  Cork  ...  Irish  castles  ...  falling  between  beds  ...  sailing  trips  ...  green  and  purple 
...  eggs  at  S.H.S.  ...  Muir  ...  Vogue  and  Glamour  diets  ...  "my  damn  knees"  ...  “what  a  stupid  test!"  ...  Pit  ...  German 
dinners  ...  whipped  cream  ...  copying  Viking  books  ...  Utopia  ...  hit  man  ...  cupboards  in  Florida  ...  North  Carolina  ... 
knaukwurst  ...  summer  out  West  ...  baking  ...  kittens  and  puppies  ...  “look,  she’s  really  getting  into  it!”  ...  "I’m  so  klutzy 
sometimes"  ...  lunch  in  Knowlton  ...  typing  ...  Gino  Vanelli  -  “Love  of  my  Life"  ...  clod  ...  Au  Revoir,  Erin! 
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"Someday  we’ll  find  it, 

The  Rainbow  Connection: 

The  lovers,  the  dreamers,  and  me." 

Kermit  the  Frog 

Caroline  has  spent  eleven-sixteenths  of  her  life  at  The  Study.  She  has  excelled  in  many  areas:  debating,  soccer,  and  drama, 
to  name  a  few.  We  certainly  won't  ever  forget  Caroline’s  performance  as  Selina  in  "Danger  -  Girls  Working!”  (remember 
tripping  over  your  footbath?)  She  has  also  been  an  efficient  Chairman  of  the  Entertainment  Committee.  Finding  16  girls 
grad,  dates  isn’t  exactly  easy,  you  know,  and  she  did  her  best!  (Posting  "grad  date  suggestions",  complete  with  names,  on 
our  notice  board!) 

Through  the  years,  Caroline  has  kept  the  class  laughing  -  at  her  jokes,  her  interesting  anecdotes,  and  at  fascinating  bits  ot 
trivia.  We  wish  her  luck  in  the  future,  as  an  English  teacher,  or  maybe  as  a  guest  on  the  "Tommy  Hunter  Show",  singing 
"Suc-sue-Sue  La  La  Lou"  and  "Tie  a  Yellow  Ribbon  ’Round  the  Old  Study”. 

Remember:  Lower  School  ...  Big  Red-Chcryl-Bob  ...  "podo  goustar  agrada?"  ...  Laura  Sccord  ...  jock  Rhea?!  M.S.’s 
autograph  ...  "can  1  be  really  tacky  ...?"  ...  Kings;  Jamie  W.I4  times  ...  skiing  ...  rope-toe  ...  Ravens  scanning  Rhea 
Billy  Graham  Crackers  ...  "excusez-moi,  monsieur"  ...  Billy  Joel  ...  Alabama  ...  nibs  ...  taxi  drivers  ...  "sometimes  they 
were  mean!”  ...  slinky  ...  make-overs  ...  "ruinpo,  disco,  tango  ..."  ...  toga  parties  ...  "smoked  salmon  on  rye  (!)” 


Caroline  Ross 


‘Don’t  analyze  life,  live  it! 


“My  growth  does  not  seem  to  be  a  matter 
lessons,  but  of  learning  the  old  ones  again 
wisdom  doesn’t  change,  only  the  situations.” 


of  learning  new 
and  again.  The 


Hugh  Prather 


“I  wish  you  good  spaces  in  the  far-away  places  you  go;  if  it  rains  or  it  snows,  may  you  be  safe  and  warm  ...  and  if  you  need 
somebody  sometime,  you  know  I  will  always  be  there."  ...  “With  you  there,  and  me  here,  1  have  no  one  to  discuss  little  things 
with;  like  how  the  dew  feels  on  the  grass,  or  big  things;  like. what’s  going  on  in  the  world  ...  1  have  been  lonely  talking  and 
thinking  to  myself;  1  now  realize  how  essential  it  is  to  have  someone  to  share  oneself  with.”  ...  “Every  man  has  a  place  in  his 
heart  there’s  a  space;  and  the  world  can’t  erase  his  fantasies.”  ...  “When  1  was  so  low,  you  were  there  to  lift  me  up.”  ...  “There's 
no  time  to  lose,  1  heard  her  say;  catch  your  dreams  before  they  slip  away;  lose  your  dreams,  and  you  will  lose  your  mind.”  ... 
“Gaze  in  your  looking  glass;  you’re  not  a  child  anymore  ...  The  future  has  all  but  past,  so  lift  up  your  heart,  and  make  a  new 
start,  and  lead  us  away  from  here  ...”  (Quotes  above  from:  G.  Lightfoot,  S.P.  Schultz,  E.W.  and  1 .,  the  Doobies,  The  Rolling 
Stones,  Styx.)  tSsSjjfgJS-.'.- 


Remember:  Scaling  balconies  ...  glace  and  B.F.  ...  earth-pig  moods  ...  waiting  for  buses  during  the  strike  ...  helping  M.B.  walk 
home  after  a  night  of  fun  -  1  step  forward,  2  steps  back!  ...  performance  ...  Christmas  dinner  at  Thanksgiving  ...  many  more 
great  times  ..yKeep  in  touch,  girl ...  M.B.  xoxo. 


Angelina  Vesely 


“I  go  forth  to  move  about  the  earth 
I  go  forth  as  the  owl,  wise  and  knowing. 

1  go  forth  as  the  eagle,  powerful  and  bold. 

I  go  forth  as  the  dove,  peaceful  and  gently. 
1  go  forth  to  move  about  the  earth, 

In  wisdom,  courage,  and  peace. 

Alonzo  Lopez  (Papago  Indian) 


Creep  softly  into  the  Sixth  Form  classroom,  one  morning  early,  say  at  8:00  A.M.,  and  you’re  assured  of  at  least  one  wide¬ 
awake,  (how  does  she  do  it?)  friendly  face  to  greet  you  -  Angelina’s! 

“Call  me  Angie”  we  were  instructed  when  she  joined  our  class  in  Grade  9,  and  we  all  do.  In  three  short  (long?)  years, 
Angie  has  left  her  distinct  mark,  on  The  Study.  Whether  she  will  be  remembered  as  Lower  School  Editor  for  the  Yearbook  or 
music  class  skipperf?!),  one  thing  is  certain,  we  won’t  forget  her! 

The  Physics  class  will  be  eternally  grateful  to  Angie  because  whenever  Mrs,  C.  asked  briskly,  with  a  quirk  of  the  eyebrow, 
“Now  do  you  understand?”,  Angie  was  always  courageous  enough  to  pipe  up  quickly:  “No!"  We  ask  you,  what  would  our 
history  classes  have  been  like  without  Angie; ’s  timely  commentaries? 

Well,  Angie's  tie  (sentence?)  at  The  Study  is  now  up.  We  wish  the  best  of  luck  always  to  a  special  girl. 

Remember:  S.H  S.  Grad  ...  Stratford;  the  only  two  in  one  BIG  room!  ...  Quebec  City  ...  caleche  rides  ...  “hey,  Bob!”  ... 
“math  test?  Today?"  ...  La  Petite  Halle  ...  Sweet  16  ...  “are  you  still  on  a  diet?”  ...  “look  who  just  walked  in!” 


Thanks  everyone  for  all  the  wonderful  memories! 


“This  is  not  the  end. 

This  is  not  even  the  beginning  of  the  end; 
But  it  is,  pernaps,  the  end  of  the  beginning 


Winston  Churchill 


“That’s  silly!  Girls  don’t  wear  toupees!”  1. 


“Good  one,  but  you  shouldn’t  tell  jokes  like 
that  in  mixed  company!”  4. 


“Fly  Dutch  Airlines!” 


“If  Farrah  can  do  it,  why  can’t  1?”  9 


“You  are  gravely  mistaken.  I  have  NOT  been  sleeping.  See  how 
wide-awake  I  am!?”  10. 


“Well,  ladies,  as  Chairman  of  the 
Board,  I  think  ...”  13. 


“Share  it?!  But  I  thought  it  was  all  for  me!”  11. 


“Look  out  world  -  here  I 


“Eat  your  heart  out,  come!”  15. 

Marilyn  Monroe;  I’m 
a  NATURAL 
blonde!”  14. 


“Santa  Claus!  Where’d  YOU 
come  from?”  12. 


“What?!  NO  bubbles?”  16. 


1. 

Tania  Jebali 

2. 

Angelina  Vesely 

3. 

Cinny  Eberts 

4. 

Jennifer  Oulton 

5. 

VenetiaEisenhauer 

6. 

Cyn  Lank 

7. 

Wendy  Alexander 

8. 

Caroline  Rhea 

9. 

Melanie  Barwick 

10. 

Linda  MacKenzie 

11. 

Roxane  Marin 

12. 

Erin  O’Brien 

13. 

Anna  Asimakopulos 

14. 

Cynthia  Hyde 

15. 

Erica  Nadler 

16. 

Caroline  Ross 

17. 

Pam  Gregory 

“It  may  be  a  beautiful  dress,  but  it’s  a  little  bit  difficult 
to  get  around  in!”  17. 

17 


Senior 


...  green  sashes 


“don’t  do  it  again”  ...  “be  quiet”  ...  “take  off  that  pin”  ...  fraying  lassies ... 


“this  is  only  a  warning,  but ...”  ... 


Every  second  Monday  afternoon,  the  class  representatives  and  senior  prefects  met  in  the  French  room  to  discuss  issues 
proposed  by  the  students  (this  included  suggestions  and  complaints).  The  grade  ten  prefect  recorded  the  minutes,  which  were 
then  read  out  at  the  fo.Uowing  meeting  and  distributed  to  all  the  classes  at  the  end  of  the  month. 

We  hope  that  the  student  council  has  managed  to  attain  its  goals  to  the  advantage  of  the  student  body. 

Thanks  for  a  great  year! 


- 


Treasurer’s  Report 


“Her  voice  is  full  of  money.” 

F.  Scott  Fitzgerald 

First  of  all,  I  would  like  to  thank  everyone  for  the  great  support 
and  enthusiasm  throughout  the  year  ... 

It  is  still  early  in  the  year,  but  we  are  proud  to  say  that  we  raised 
roughly  three  thousand  dollars  at  this  year’s  Bazaar.  With  the  funds 
raised,  we  were  able  to  give  a  large  donation  to  the  Dorchester 
Residence,  a  home  for  senior  citizens.  We  have  decided  to  follow  up 
on  our  donation  with  visits  to  the  home. 

We  are  still  sponsoring  Jin  Moon  Han,  through  the  Canadian  Save 
the  Children  Fund.  Jin  Moon  is  a  seventeen  year  old  Korean  boy. 

I  have  enjoyed  being  this  year’s  Treasurer  and  have  appreciated  the 
help  of  Bunny  the  Second,  a  relative  of  Cynthia  Caron’s  Bunny  of 
last  year. 

I  wish  next  year’s  Sixth  Form  the  best  and  hope  that  they  have 
patience,  because  there  is  so  much  work  in  your  last  year! 

I  would  like  to  thank  Miss  Reese  for  all  her  help  and  time. 

THANKS  AGAIN! 

Phlla/xn  + 


Entertainment  Committee 


“That’s  Entertainment!” 

This  year  the  Entertainment  Committee  decided  to  follow  in  the  footsteps 
of  a  great  entertainer,  Frank  Sinatra  and  his  words  of  wisdom:  “I  did  it 
MY  way”(!)  Yes,  we  certainly  did  it  our  way,  almost!  We  came  the  closest 
any  Entertainment  Committee  has  ever  come  to: 

1.  The  first  Thursday  night  Graduation  Dance,  (“See  you  in  school 
Friday?!”) 

2.  The  first  Grad  to  begin  at  1 1  p.m.  (because  of  “Dallas”) 

3.  The  first  all-female  Grad,  (“Only  six  months  left  to  get  a  date!”) 

4.  The  first  Grad  ever  held  in  a  single  room  of  the  Sheraton  Mount  Royal 
Hotel,  with  room  service,  (“I’d  like  36  cokes,  please.”) 

We  also  possessed  the  uncanny  ability  of  selling  dance  tickets  with  an 
average  net  loss  of  eleven  dollars  ...  Oh,  well,  we  did  have  a  great  dance  - 
thanks  to  everybody! 

f_  CoAXlL'  i-  jc/jCc- 
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“We’ve  got  to  stop  meeting  like  this.” 


“I’m  late,  I’m  late;  for  a  very  important  date!” 


“Hmm  ...  One  I  can’t  an¬ 
swer.” 


“And  then  he  said  ...” 


“Peek  Freans  sure  seem  to  have  “Why,  hello,  Mrs.  Lennard!  Annabel  and  I 

the  monopoly  around  here.”  were  just  leaving  ...” 


“Okay,  girls,  Clean-up  Time!” 
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“The  last  thing  one  knows  in  constructing  a  work  is  what  to 
put  first.” 

Blaise  Pascal 

ODE  TO  THE  1981  STUDY  TRILLIUM 

One  bright  sunny  day  in  the  early  Fall, 

Two  young  Editors  set  out  to  create 
A  Yearbook  that  all  would  fondly  recall 
(Nostalgic  we’ll  grow  in  2008!) 

We  drew  up  a  plan,  and  picked  a  committee. 

When  Ms.  Biggs  sighed,  and  said,  “What  a  pity! 

Girls,  this  is  nice,  but  you  certainly  see. 

Without  the  right  theme,  it  just  will  not  be!” 

“Beginnings”  we  chose,  and  the  fun  began, 

“Cause  that  was  our  theme,  our  project,  our  plan! 

“Candid  Camera  Day  Thursday!  ”  we  cheerfully  pleaded, 
(From  the  back  of  the  gym  came  an  audible  snore) 

“Hey!  Tomorrow  that  write-up  is  sorely  needed. 

So  try  not  to  forget  to  do  it  once  more!” 

We  worked  many  hours,  the  time  never  heeded, 

’Twas  a  labour  of  love,  not  an  onerous  chore! 

Irritation  was  gone  once  a  layout  was  done  - 
We’d  smile,  grit  our  teeth,  and  start  the  next  one! 

“Jen,  is  this  a  good  place  for  a  special  effect?” 

“Girls!  You  haven’t  shown  me  anything  yet! 

I  don’t  wish  to  nag,  but  I’m  sorry  to  say. 

Your  deadline  is  only  two  weeks  away!” 

“Venetia,  can  you  go  to  “N.D.G.”?” 

“Yearbook  meeting,  three-fifteen,  in  the  library!” 

In  the  midst  of  the  frenzy  a  small  voice  was  squeaking: 

“HOLD  IT!  Look  natural,  and  no  fair  peeking! 

I’ll  just  try  and  capture  this  great  candid  shot!” 

And  then  the  flash  did  not  flash,  more  likely  than  not ... 
“C’mon,  we’re  sure  you’ve  all  got  the  talent. 

Give  us  a  story,  drawing,  or  sonnet!  ” 

Don’t  worry,  don’t  fret,  we’ll  do  it,  you’ll  see  - 
But  maybe  our  Yearbook  will  come  in  ’83  ... 

Well,  it  hasn’t  been  easy,  but  we’ve  done  our  best. 

And  now  we  calm  down  for  a  much-needed  rest. 

Enough  energy’s  left  to  muster  a  grin: 

Good  luck,  next  year’s  Editors  -  soon  YOU’LL  begin! 

AH t>  '\Jjjr\sO tX&s 


The  Tempest 


“Our  revels  now  are  ended:  these  our  actors  - 
As  I  foretold  you  -  were  all  spirits  and 
Are  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air; 

And  the  baseless  fabric  of  this  vision 

The  cloud-capp’d  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces. 

The  solemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itself. 

Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  shall  dissolve 
And  like  this  insubstantial  pageant  faded 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind:  we  are  such  stuff 
As  dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep.” 

William  Shakespeare 
“The  Tempest”,  Act  IV,  Scene  1 


Yearbook  Committee 


Co-Editors:  Venetia  Eisenhauer,  Jennifer  Oulton 

Treasurer:  Erin  O’Brien 

Art  Editors:  Wendy  Alexander,  Cynthia  Hyde 

Lower  School  Editors:  Caroline  Rhea,  Angelina  Vesely 

Sports  Editor:  Anna  Asimakopulos 

S.O.G.A.:  Cynthia  Hyde 

Grade  10  Rep.:  Amy  Wall 

Grade  9  Rep.:  Wendy  Harper 

Grade  8  Rep.:  Stacy  Hreno 

Grade  7  Rep.:  Vittoria  Galeotti 
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BAZAAR  SONG  (sung  to  the  tune  of  “Bonanza”) 


“Cakes  and  pies  and  real  good  buys  -  BAZAAR! 

Old  schoolhouse  and  real  jailhouse, 

To  keep  your  favourite  louse! 

Books  and  plants  sent  by  your  aunts  -  BAZAAR! 
Handicrafts  and  lots  of  laughs. 

Inside  the  gaming  room! 

Tea  room  too,  lots  to  do;  Haunted  House  goes  BOO! 
Fortune  teller  warning  you. 

Of  where  you’re  going  to! 

White  elephant  with  lots  of  junk  -  BAZAAR! 

Jams  and  jellies,  Raffle,  food; 

Don’t  miss  the  great  BAZAAR!” 


Love, 

The  Cowboys  and  Indians  of  the  Sixth  Form 


Middle  School 
Activities 


Since  the  introduction  of  Middle  School 
Activities,  several  years  ago,  Thursday  af¬ 
ternoons  have  experienced  a  great  change.  The 
various  activities  take  place  in  both  French  and 
English  and  provide  a  great  deal  of  fun,  as  well 
as  the  learning  ground  for  many  new  skills 
which  would  not  otherwise  have  been  in¬ 
troduced.  The  participants  of  these  activities 
(grades  4-6)  practice  and  learn  various  crafts, 
such  as  sewing,  pottery,  woodwork,  and 
several  others.  Thanks  to  the  helpful  teachers!! 


Mont  St.  Hilaire 

“Come  forth  into  the  light  of  things; 

Let  Nature  be  your  teacher.” 

Wordsworth 

On  September  18th  grades  four,  five,  six 
and  Secondary  V  departed  on  a  bus  for  Mont 
St.  Hiliare.  We  had  high  hopes,  but  as  they 
say  “don’t  get  your  hopes  too  high”,  because 
it  turned  out  to  be  a  freezing  cold  day.  When 
we  arrived,  we  had  to  walk  up  a  steep  hill. 
Then,  we  saw  a  flat  area  with  picnic  tables  by 
a  lake.  Most  of  us  were  already  starving,  but 
we  could  not  eat  yet  because  we  had  projects 
to  complete  first.  Finally,  it  was  lunchtime, 
and  everyone  ate  hungrily. 

After  lunch  we  had  a  play  time,  and  then, 
although  we  were  having  the  time  of  our 
lives,  (sob)  it  was  time  to  go  home! 

P.S.  Though  it  was  freezing,  we  loved  it!! 

Genie  Cortez 

Natasha  Dupont  Grade  Four 

Kim  Saegert 
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Ecologues  is  a  neologism  and  in  Study 
language;  it  means  one  who  studies  ecology. 
You  might  be  interested  to  know  that  ecology 
comes  from  the  Greek  words  “oikos”, 
meaning  habitat,  and  “logos”,  meaning 
thought.  Put  together  they  mean:  thought  of 
how  and  where  plants  and  animals  live.  The 
Ecologues  Club  was  started  three  years  ago, 
and  was  designed  as  an  optional  course  about 
nature.  It  teaches  about  plants  and  animals, 
and  their  development  and  process  of  growth. 
The  flower  beds  and  vegetable  gardens  would 
be  bare  if  not  for  the  Ecologues  who  plant  and 
transplant  them  each  year.  The  Ecologues  also 
help  fill  the  plant  and  Harvest  Booth  at  the 
Bazaar.  They  also  take  care  of  the  fish  and 
have  planned  to  adopt  an  animal. 


BACK  ROW:  Cynthia  Hyde,  Caroline  Rhea,  Erin  O’Brien,  Head; 
Borra  Garson,  Jill  Tetrault. 

SECOND  ROW:  Astrid  Guttmann,  Pam  Gregory,  Sarah  Beech, 
Venetia  Eisenhauer. 

FIRST  ROW:  Linda  Mackenzie,  Angie  Vesely. 

ABSENT:  Cynthia  Lank. 


Library  Committee 


The  Study  library  is  a  special  place  in  our  school.  Whether  it  is  being 
used  as  a  room  for  last  minute  cramming,  House-meetings,  action- 
packed  debates,  or  even  as  a  place  for  practising  dance  routines,  the 
Study  library  is  never  a  dull  room  to  be  in. 

Thanks  to  Mrs.  Vivian’s  efficiency  in  keeping  the  library  running 
smoothly,  and  the  library  committee’s  work  in  collecting  over-due 
books,  the  library  will  continue  to  be  an  excellent  source  of  in¬ 
formation  and  enjoyment. 


Babysitting 

This  is  the  club’s  first  year  in  the  school.  It  is  a  course  offered  by 
the  Canadian  Safety  Council,  to  students  who  are  interested  in 
learning  the  facts  and  know-hows  of  babysitting.  Every  week, 
students  from  grades  7  and  8  assemble  in  the  grade  7  classroom  for 
half  an  hour  of  information  dealing  with  several  different  subjects 
concerning  babysitting. 

A  special  thanks  to  Mrs.  Wright  and  the  guest  speakers  who 
were:  Mrs.  Mayrand  and  her  baby,  Vanessa;  Mrs.  Powers,  a 
registered  nurse;  Dr.  Macauly;  Miss  Chartrand;  and  Ms.  Pappius. 


Choir 


1980-1981  is  Mr.  Christiani’s  first  year  as  The  Study  Music  teacher. 
His  expression  in  the  picture  above  says  it  all  ...!  This  year  he  began 
the  Junior  Choir,  a  very  promising  group!  The  Christmas  Concert 
was  a  success,  and  the  Senior  Choir  are  presently  rehearsing  for  a 
Springtime  Concert  for  April.  Caroline  Ross  and  Wendy  Chiu  were 
this  year’s  duo  in  the  presentation  of  “Good  King  Wenceslas”.  The 
annual  Church  Service  is  our  next  big  event  after  April,  and  soon 
Mr.  C’s  second  year  of  being  The  Study  Music  teacher  will  begin! 


Glee  Club 


Well,  we  certainly  were  DIFFERENT!  Although  a  few  of  the 
Glee  Club’s  members  dropped  out  before  Christmas,  the  rest  of 
us  (Erica,  Roxane,  Pam,  Tania,  Carrie  and  Jen)  had  a  great  time 
choreographing  and  rehearsing!?)  Remember:  ...  “Oh,  Darling!” 
...  “I  look  HIDEOUS!”  ...  “You  guys  were  all  supposed  to  echo, 
and  I  was  the  only  one  who  did.”  “C’mon,  we’ve  gotta  prac¬ 
tice!”  ...  WHAT  NEXT?!  ...  Thanks,  Mr.  Christiani. 


Drama 


This  year,  our  drama  group  is  mainly  composed  of  Secondary 
Ill’s,  yet  we  still  have  a  few  Secondary  IV’s  involved.  Once  we 
are  quiet,  sitting  comfortably  on  our  pillows  in  a  circle,  the  fun 
begins,  be  it  discussing  the  summer  romance  of  your  partner, 
thinking  of  all  the  possible  words  beginning  with  the  letter  “H” 
(um  ...  horse  ...  horse  ...  horse  ...  um  ...),  explaining  the  dif¬ 
ference  between  Pluto  and  Goofy,  listening  to  Chorus  Line 
records  (WHAT  and  WHAT???),  describing  a  greasy  spoon 
(hardened  bacon  fat),  playing  mirror  games  (you’re  the  leader?  I 
thought  I  was!),  pinning  “ourselves”  to  a  sheet  (that’ll  get  some 
of  you  wondering!),  or  even  falling  asleep  (Stacy,  Stacy??).  We 
certainly  had  a  lot  of  fun  (and  by  the  epd  of  the  year,  we  might 
just  learn  something!). 


“In  the  beginning,  God  created  Heaven  and  Earth.  He  then 
created  Man  and  Woman.  These  were  the  first  normal  people. 
Then,  in  order  to  provide  contrast,  he  created  Debaters,  and 
he  said  unto  them,  ‘Go  forth,  and  argue.  Be  obstinate, 
arrogant  and  egotistical.  Be  obsessed  with  Debate,  and  let 
nothing  interfere  with  your  mission;  in  general  be  a  pest.’  ”1. 

These  words  of  wisdom  are  the  debate  club’s  guidelines. 
Every  Friday,  at  lunchtime,  twenty-five  eager(?)  debaters 
gather  in  the  library  to  debate  various  topics  under  the  wat¬ 
chful  eye  of  Mr.  Hamilton.  This  year  we  had  an  abundance  of 
junior  debaters  (grade  7  and  8)  and  a  lack  of  senior  debaters 
(grades  10  and  11).  Nevertheless,  we  had  a  good  year, 
debating  against  a  variety  of  schools  in  many  tournaments, 
and  in  the  future  we  hope  to  see  as  much  enthusiasm  and 
participation  as  we  had  this  year. 

1.  Taken  from  THE  GREAT  DEBATE  by  Paul  Begala. 

cl  OsMsh. 


Debate 


Beta  Lambda 


“Nothing  great  was  ever  achieved  without  enthusiasm.” 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 

Thank-you  everyone  for  working  so  hard;  it  was  well 
worth  it.  It  was  a  fun  year! 

Thanks  again. 

fhndks,  L  ,  Cai-Caa_ 


Delta  Beta 


Victory,  victory  is  our  cry, 
V-I-C-T-O-R-Y! 

Are  we  in  it?  No  we’re  not; 
We’re  not  in  it  -  we’re  on  top! 
Let’s  go!  Delta  Beta  is  the  best, 


Let’s  go!  We’re  better  than  the  rest, 
Let’s  go!  Delta  Beta  is  the  best. 
Let’s  go! ! 

Yay  Delta  Beta!! 


This  year,  Delta  Beta  showed  the  enthusiasm  and  high  spirits  that  make  it  the 
greatest  -  everyone  contributed  that  extra  bit  of  energy  in  academics  and  sports 
which  made  this  year  terrific.  Thanks  gang  -  you  were  super  -  and  good  luck  next 
year!! 

Special  thanks  to  our  friendly  and  cheerful  House  advisors  -  Ms.  Biggs  and  Mrs. 
Ronsley. 


Ojf\  s  TeS^-o-  VCi  f sY  i  a. 


Kapha  Rho 

“The  idea  that  only  a  limited  number  of  people  can  live  in  a 
country  is  a  profound  illusion.  It  all  depends  on  their  cooperative 
and  inventive  power.  There  is  no  limit  to  the  ingenuity  of  man  if 
it  is  properly  applied  under  conditions  of  peace  and  justice.” 

Winston  S.  Churchill 

Kapha  Rho’s  spirit  and  effort  were  fantastic  this  year.  Thanks 
to  every  member  of  the  House  who  contributed  to  making  1980- 
81  a  great  year.  Good  luck  next  year! 

Gjtv.  Borrow  [fo <U, 
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Mu  Gamma 

“We  like  to  work,  you  know  we  do 
But  we  love  a  bit  of  nonsense  too.” 

This  year  has  been  a  great  year  for  Mu  Gamma.  The  House  has  greatly 
profited  from  the  participation  and  support  of  every  member,  and  we 
hope  that  every  other  year  will  be  just  as  successful! 
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When  I  was  One, 

I  had  just  begun. 

When  1  was  Two, 

I  was  nearly  new. 

When  I  was  Three 
I  was  hardly  Me. 

When  I  was  Four, 

I  was  not  much  more. 

W'hen  I  was  Five, 

I  was  just  alive. 

But  now  I  am  Six, 

I’m  clever  as  clever. 

So  I  think 
I’ll  be  six  now 
For  ever  and  ever. 

A. A.  Milne 


We  may  be  the  smallest  but  we  are  very 
busy.  Reading,  phonics,  math  and 
printing  are  just  some  of  the  things  we  do. 
Playtime,  break,  show  and  tell  and  gym 
are  just  some  of  the  things  we  love.  We 
decorate  our  classroom  with  our  pictures, 
we  have  Francais  with  Louise,  and  we  sing 
with  Mr.  Christiani.  We  do  love  school. 
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FRONT  ROW:  Bruce  Mulholland,  Mark  Pascal,  Jonathan  Aune,  Udo  Westphal,  Xavier  Le  Gris,  Geoffrey  White,  Ali  Dibadj,  Will  Scully, 

Andrew  Taylor.  v. 

BACK  ROW:  Helen  Ritson,  Margot  Yaphe,  Bianca  Towning,  Emily  Webster,  Sarah  Ewing,  Angela  Collyer,  Sandra  Bekhor,  Kira 

Sobieraj,  Chanoy  Alonso,  Rhea  Toman. 

ABSENT:  Gavin  Duffy. 
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FRONT  ROW:  Carrie  Haber,  Sara  Landau,  Joshua  Cundill,  David  Bartos,  Timothy  Hoare,  Ewan  Patrick,  Laura  Osborne,  Ako  Kyei- 
Aboagye. 

BACK  ROW:  Claire  Heenan,  Jeana  Park,  Elizabeth  Taylor,  Lucy  Opatrny,  Emma  Colby,  Christine  Price,  Ariadne  Decker,  Catherine 
Herba,  Lisinka  Canisius,  Lisa  Hardie,  Alexandra  Pano,  Stephanie  Trenholme,  Bethan  Stewart. 


We  enjoyed  doing  our  Christmas  Play,  “The  Villain  and  the 
Toyshop.”  Carrie  was  the  heroine  and  Joshua  was  the  hero. 

Jeana  made  a  good  villain  and  she  had  a  moustache.  Elizabeth  and 
Emma  were  bank  managers  and  looked  very  smart  carrying  their 
briefcases.  Lucie  was  the  toyshop  owner  and  Claire  was  the  owner’s 
wife.  They  had  a  lot  of  lines  to  remember. 

Timothy  was  the  town  crier  and  rang  the  bell.  David  looked  great  as 
a  toy  soldier.  Ewan  was  a  clown  with  a  big  red  nose.  Lisinka’s  clown 
costume  was  very  colorful  and  Ariadne  wore  a  very  tall  clown’s  hat. 
Lisa  was  a  nurse  doll  and  Catherine  was  Little  Red  Riding  Hood. 
Laura  was  a  doll  with  a  big  bow  in  her  hair.  Stephanie  was  a  ballerina 
and  wore  a  tutu.  Chrissie  played  a  cat  and  Bethan  a  mouse.  They  had 
whiskers  on  their  faces  and  looked  cute.  Alexandra  was  a  leopard  and 
had  spots  all  over  her.  Ako  was  a  super  fairy  godmother.  Sara  was  a 
cuddly  bunny  rabbit. 

We  loved  the  Christmas  lunch  on  the  last  day  of  school  and  thought 
the  big  girls  put  on  a  great  show. 

French  Day  this  year  is  close  to  St.  Valentine’s  Day  and  we  are  all 
looking  forward  to  going  down  to  the  big  school  to  join  in  the  fun. 

Feb.  /  1981 
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Alex  likes  to  do  chores. 

Kathy  likes  art. 

Serge  likes  playtime. 

Jenny  likes  to  be  with  Mrs.  Finley. 

Katie  likes  everything. 

Kate  likes  gym. 

Lynn  likes  doing  plays. 

Lori  and  Sonya  like  gym  and  art. 

Vanessa  loves  art. 

Andrea  likes  to  sing. 

Fiona  likes  gym  and  times  tables. 

Cynthia  likes  going  home. 

Natalie  likes  French  and  the  teacher. 

Lisa  likes  to  sing  everything. 

Catherine  likes  music. 

Vivian  likes  the  games  played  in  gym. 

Julia  likes  reading. 

Deborah  likes  Madame  Jasmin. 

Jennifer  and  Caroline  like  doing  everything. 


FRONT  ROW:  Vivian  Schupp,  Jenny  Calder,  Lisa  Pascal,  Natalie  Molson,  Serge  Bubalo,  Katie  Davidman,  Lynn  Grunberg,  Fiona 
Macaulay,  Rebeka  Krasny. 

BACK  ROW:  Vanessa  Lefort,  Julia  Stewart,  Sonya  Lee  Hamilton,  Catherine  Saucier,  Kathryn  Bliss,  Jennifer  White,  Caroline  Waterlow, 
Lori  Harris,  Deborah  Vineberg,  Andrea  Lupu,  Cynthia  McCurdy,  Kate  Gordon. 

ABSENT:  Alex  Appel. 


36 


Grade  3*0  GRADE  3  GRADE  3  C^GRftDE^tS 


FRONT  ROW:  Katherine  Yaphe,  Jenny  Landau,  Arwen  Chenery,  Victoria  Price,  Kate  Hallward. 

BACK  ROW:  Tanya  Hatton,  Julie  Harris,  Julie  Azeff,  Danielle  Dolisie,  Chantal  Rose,  Nazira  Amra,  Mary  Fraser,  Holly  Commeford. 
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Highlights  - 

International  marathon  -each  child  in  the  class 
represented  a  country  of  her  choice.  The  children  had 
fun  making  their  own  banners  and  deciding  what  product 
they  were  going  to  advertise. 

Learning  new  songs  with  Mr.  Christiani. 

Playing  Shake  &  Bake  with  Louise  in  French. 

Painting  pictures  for  Christmas  and  working  on  a 
lovely  mural  with  all  sorts  of  sea  life  such  as 
octopuses  and  whales. 

Playing  fun  games  in  gym  such  as  Ships  Ahoy, 

Prisoner  Ball  and  even  Poison. 

Putting  Mrs.  Johnston  in  jail  at  the  school  bazaar. 

Working  on  their  Christmas  presentation,  “All 
about  Santa.”  m 

Getting  Mexican  plants  from  the  bazaar  and  naming 
them,  reading  and  singing  to  them  . . .  LLt 
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Seasons 

by  Kindergarten 

I  like  winter  because  1  can  go  on  my  “tobagon”.  (Will) 

I  like  summer  because  I  can  go  on  my  swing.  (Xavier) 

I  like  summer  because  you  can  play  tennis.  (Gavin) 

I  like  spring  because  you  can  play  squash.  (Margot) 

I  like  winter  because  I  can  get  up  to  my  dad’s  and  get  my  sleigh.  (Kira) 
I  like  winter  because  I  can  “through”  snowballs.  (Jonathan) 

I  like  winter  because  I  can  make  “snowmans”.  (Chanoy) 

I  like  winter  because  I  can  get  my  skis.  (Geoffrey) 

I  like  fall  because  we  get  sweets  at  Halloween.  (Sarah) 

I  like  winter  because  I  get  to  go  to  the  country.  (Rhea) 

I  like  summer  because  you  can  run  around.  (Bianca) 

I  like  autumn  because  the  leaves  change  colours.  (Andrew) 

I  like  winter  because  I  can  make  forts.  (Ali) 

I  like  winter  because  you  can  play  hockey.  (Emily) 

I  like  winter  because  I  can  ski  at  home.  (Angela) 

I  like  autumn  because  the  leaves  fall  down  and  you  rake  them  up 
and  jump  in  a  pile.  (Bruce) 


If  1  Were  a  Leaf 

If  I  were  a  leaf,  I  would  live  in  a  tree.  In  Spring  I  would  grow  big.  In 
Summer  I  would  enjoy  the  sun.  In  Autumn  I  would  turn  red,  yellow, 
and  brown  and  fall  to  the  ground.  In  Winter  I  would  be  buried  and 
make  room  for  baby  leaves  to  grow.  If  I  were  a  leaf  I  would  blow 
away  in  the  breeze.  Woosh! 

Victoria  Price 
grade  3 


An  Adventure 

I  am  going  to  the  moon.  I  am  the  first  girl  to  go  to  the  moon.  It  will 
be  a  long  adventure.  I  am  so  excited  but  I  will  miss  my  mummy’s 
cheesecake. 

Lucie  Opatrny 
grade  1 


Alice  Goes  to  Superland 

One  day  Alice  was  playing  with  her  ball  and  then  the  ball  bounced  out 
of  her  hand  and  down  the  street,  and  down  the  street  there  was  a  garage 
sale  and  the  ball  went  through  a  mirror  so  Alice  tried  to  go  through  also, 
and  she  found  herself  in  a  strange  land.  Alice  was  standing  in  a  pathway 
and  there  was  her  ball,  except  it  was  now  a  super  ball  with  a  super  cape 
and  badge.  And  all  the  trees  and  animals  seemed  to  be  super  too!  Alice 
looked  for  the  mirror  but  it  was  gone.  Then  the  super  ball  spoke  to  her. 
He  said.  “In  order  to  get  out  of  here  you  must  go  to  the  other  side  of 
Superland  so  you  better  get  going.”  And  with  that  he  bounced  off.  So 
Alice  started  to  walk  and  walk  AND  walk.  Then  she  came  to  a  mirror  and 
she  climbed  out  and  she  was  at  the  garage  sale  and  she  bought  a  new  ball 
and  guess  what  she  called  it ...  SUPER  BALL ! ! 

Kate  Hallward 
grade  3 


There  was  once  a  dog  and  he  liked  to  play  in  the  snow  but  one  day 
he  did  not  go  out  because  he  was  sick  in  bed.  But  one  day  he  got  better 
and  his  friends  played  with  him  once  again. 

Catherine  Herba 
grade  1 


Things  I’m  Afraid  of 

In  bed  I  think  a  monster  will  come  and  eat  me  up,  or  I  think  that 
someone  sneaks  under  my  bed.  Sometimes  I  just  sing  a  little  song  “knock 
and  the  door  shall  be  opened,  ask  and  it  shall  be  given  and  the  love  comes 
tumbling  down”.  And  that  is  my  story  for  today. 

Cynthia  McCurdy 
grade  2 


I  saw  a  dog  and  a  cat.  They  loved  each  other  very 
much.  So  they  loved  and  loved  and  loved  and  loved  and 
loved.  The  end. 


Stephanie  Trenholme 
grade  1 


38 


Barking  Cat  Pie 


I  am  making  barking  cat  pie.  I  am  going  to  stir  it  with  a  wooden 
spoon,  and  I  will  bake  it,  and  put  it  in  the  freezer.  This  is  how  you 
make  barking  cat  pie.  One  bluebird,  and  one  piano.  Two  kites, 
nine  orange  shoes,  and  a  barking  cat. 


Catherine  Saucier 
grade  2 


A  Lion  by  Bianca  Towning 


The  Magic  Sunglasses 


There  once  was  a  boy  named  Jerry  and  he  had  a  collection  of  magic  sunglasses,  and  nobody  knew  about  them  because  he 
never  told  his  family  about  them  and  nobody  ever  saw  them  because  they  had  a  strict  rule  that  nobody  was  allowed  in 
anybody’s  room.  Now  Jerry’s  collection  was  all  weird  colours.  When  he  put  on  his  yellow  pair  he  went  to  the  desert.  When  he 
put  on  his  white  pair  he  went  to  Switzerland  and  so  on.  One  day  Jerry  put  on  his  white  pair  and  he  went  to  Switzerland  but 
suddenly  he  heard  a  faint  rumble.  He  looked  up.  He  saw  an  avalanche!  It  was  coming  very  fast.  Then  he  heard  dogs  barking.  It 
seemed  like  a  dream.  He  took  off  his  glasses  and  put  on  a  green  pair.  Everything  turned  green.  He  was  in  the  jungle.  Suddenly 
he  was  being  picked  up  and  carried  off  by  an  ape.  The  ape  was  ugly.  He  took  Jerry  to  his  house  where  some  other  apes  were. 
They  made  a  strange  dance.  Then  Jerry  took  off  his  glasses  and  he  was  in  his  room  again.  Then  he  put  on  his  pink  pair  and 
turned  into  a  pig.  Then  he  got  picked  up  and  carried  into  the  kitchen  and  was  about  to  be  turned  into  ham  but  he  took  his 
glasses  off  just  in  time.  Then  he  wanted  to  know  what  would  happen  if  he  put  on  the  black  pair  but  when  he  was  about  to  put 
them  on  his  mother  called  him  for  dinner.  After  dinner  he  went  back  to  his  room.  He  heard  a  voice.  It  said,  “Don’t  put  on  the 
black  pair,”  but  Jerry  didn’t  listen.  He  put  on  the  black  pair.  Then  it  was  all  black.  He  heard  a  growl  from  a  bear.  Then  he 
saw  the  bear.  Jerry  was  in  great  danger.  The  bear  was  coming  closer.  It  took  hold  of  him.  It  started  to  lick  him.  He  quickly 
took  off  his  glasses  and  saw  his  dog  licking  him.  He  went  to  bed  feeling  happy  and  that  is  the  end. 

Mary  Fraser 
grade  3 

Cotton  Candy  Land 


Cotton  Candy  Land  is  a  magical  place. You  can  eat  the  trees.  The 
trunks  are  chocolate  and  the  leaves  are  marzipan.  There  is  a  taffy  train 
that  runs  through  Cotton  Candy  Land.  There  are  little  station  houses 
made  out  of  jelly  beans.  At  night  the  stars  twinkled  but  they  are  not  really 
stars.  They  are  little  candies.  It  is  pretty  to  watch  them  dancing  in  the  sky. 
The  flowers  are  lollipops  and  candy  canes. 

Well  now  that  I  have  told  you  about  this  marvelous  place  I  will  begin 
the  story.  In  18  (cotton)46  a  girl  dreamt  of  Cotton  Candy  Land  and  all  the 
things  I  told  you  about.  When  the  girl  woke  up  the  next  morning  she  was 
still  in  Montreal.  But  every  night  she  kept  dreaming  the  same  dream.  One 
day  she  really  went  to  Cotton  Candy  Land  and  found  a  cat  and  brought  it 
home. 


Fiona  Macauly 
grade  2 


A  Flower  Talking 
by  Chanoy  Alonso 


When  I  came  out  of  bed  and  I  was  all  dressed  up  I  was 
wishing  I  was  big.  And  then  when  I  said  big  a  fairy  came.  And 
she  said:  “Did  I  hear  you  say  that  you  want  to  be  big?”  And  I 
said  “Yes”.  I  want  to  be  big  because  I  want  to  dance  ballet. 

Chanoy  Alonso 
kindergarten 


There  was  this  puppet  and  he  found  a  house  and  went  inside. 
And  then  he  found  a  box.  He  found  something  in  the  box  that 
was  wrapped  up.  And  he  had  a  car  and  he  drove  over  and  put 
the  big  box  in  the  back  of  the  car  and  he  drove  off.  And  then  he 
took  it  home  and  he  opened  it  up  and  he  played  with  it.  And 
then  he  throwed  the  wrapping  paper  away. 


Bruce  Mulholland 
kindergarten 


My  Sister 

My  sister  is  absurd 

She  has  a  little  bird 

She  puts  him  here 

She  puts  him  there 

She  puts  him  in  my  underwear 

Then  I  say  it  stinks  the  place 

Then  she  makes  an  ugly  face 

She  yells  and  screams 

She  eats  all  the  icecream 

She  is  such  a  big,  big,  bore 

I  don’t  know  what  we  had  her  for! 

Julie  Harris 
grade  3 


I  Am  a  Little  Cloud 


An  Adventure 


I  am  a  little  cloud  -  small,  light  and  blue.  I  have  little  little  friends 
down  below  me.  Sometimes  I  cry  on  them  to  show  that  I  am  here. 
Sometimes  they  do  not  feel  me.  So  I  make  loud  noises  and  then  they 
hear  me  and  there  are  funny  things  that  go  up.  My  friend  in  the  sky 
tells  me  what  they  are.  They  are  Umbrellas. 

Deborah  Vineberg 
grade  2 


On  Saturday  I  was  bored 

On  Saturday  I  was  bored 
On  Sunday  I  played  in  the  snow 
On  Monday  I  had  a  holiday 
On  Tuesday  I  had  a  headache 
On  Wednesday  I  eat  at  school 
On  Thursday  Elizabeth  comes 
home  with  me 

On  Friday  I  went  to  the  country 

Claire  Heenan 
grade  1 


There  was  once  a  jungle  and  in  that  jungle  there  lived  a  lion.  With 
the  sharpest  teeth  you  have  ever  seen.  The  lion’s  name  was  Happy. 
One  day  Happy  was  out  for  a  walk.  And  then  a  rabbit  tripped  over 
Happy’s  paw.  “Oh  no  please  don’t  eat  me,  someday  I  could  do 
something  for  you.”  So  Happy  let  him  go.  After  a  while  hunters  were 
looking  for  a  lion.  But  they  didn’t  spot  one  lion.  So  they  set  a  trap. 
Then  Happy  stepped  into  the  trap,  and  roared  out  loud.  And  then  the 
rabbit  heard  him.  So  he  came  running  towards  him.  And  because  he 
had  sharper  teeth  than  Happy  he  cut  a  hole  in  the  net.  And  they  were 
having  a  feast  that  night  and  the  mouse  had  cheese  as  usual.  And 
Happy  also. 

Carrie  Haber 
grade  1 

I  Don’t  Like  Spinach 

“I  don’t  like  spinach,  ”  I  told  my  mother.  “Well,  you’ll  have  to 
eat  it!”  “Well,  I’m  not  going  to  Mummy!”  “Yes,  you  are!”  “No, 
I’m  not!”  “Yes,  you  are!”  “No,  I’m  NOT!”  “YES  YOU  ARE!” 
“NO  I’M  NOT!”  “I’ll  give  you  a  choice  -  spinach  or  a  spanking.” 
“I’ll  take  the  spanking.” 


Mary  Fraser 
grade  3 

The  Prickly  Spinning  Cool  Juicy  Pointed  Tremendous  Porcupine 

One  day  as  I  was  walking  in  the  woods  I  saw  a  prickly  spinning  cool  juicy 
tremendous  porcupine,  and  I  took  it  home  and  fed  it  too  much  and  it  got  sick. 

Instead  of  being  cool  it  got  hot. 


Jennifer  White 
grade  2 


How  the  Kangaroo  got  Her  Pouch 

One  day  I  saw  a  kangaroo  without  her  pouch.  I  said  to  the 
kangaroo  “why  don’t  you  have  a  pouch?”  “I  have  been  looking 
for  one  and  I  cannot  find  one.”  So  I  went  to  find  one  and  I  found 
one. 


Natalie  Molson 
grade  2 


The  Mouse  Goes  to  the  City 

I  was  about  to  go  to  the  city  with  my  mother  and  my  father 
and  my  sister.  All  of  a  sudden  my  sister  saw  a  mouse  in  the  car. 
There  were  two  apples  in  our  car  and  they  both  had  a  hole  in 
them,  made  by  the  mouse.  We  went  to  the  city.  When  we  came 
to  the  city  we  bought  pizza. 


Ariadne  Decker 
grade  1 


When  I  Am 

When  I  am  asleep  I  snore. 

When  I  am  good  I  go  to  the  fair. 

When  I  am  tired  I  go  to  bed. 

When  I  am  cold  I  put  on  my  sweater. 

Chrissie  Price 
grade  1 


An  Aeroplane  by  Ali  Dibadj 
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Grade  Four 


Older  than  the  young  Grade  Threes, 
Grade  Four  has  its  specialties. 

Tina’s  learning  English  fast, 

Claude  is  nearly  always  last. 

Elise  is  Scottish  all  the  way, 

Genie’s  bossy  every  day! 

Giulia  wears  a  chequered  jacket, 

Lynn  plays  well  with  a  tennis  racquet. 
Miranda  likes  to  dance  ballet, 

Anik’s  always  bright  and  gay. 

Anne  is  quiet  and  very  sweet, 

Tanya’s  always  clean  and  neat. 

Erika  comes  from  Mexico, 

Kathy’s  small.  When  will  she  grow? 
Natasha  wants  to  go  on  stage, 

Kim  is  quite  mature  for  her  age. 

Jackie  likes  to  figure  skate, 

Samantha  often  leaves  school  late. 
Anna  sometimes  dawdles  too, 

Li-Ann’s  eyes  are  bright  and  blue. 
Annabel  has  incessant  speech. 

Mrs.  Lennard  was  born  to  teach. 

That  is  all.  There  are  no  more, 

We  are  the  great  and  good  Grade  Four. 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Jackie  Appel,  Anna  Berlyn,  Sandra  Welch,  Erika  Flores,  Annabel  Soutar,  Lynn  Bushell,  Kim  Saegert, 
Samantha  Hoare,  Tanya  Razek,  Anik  Bernard,  Li-Ann  Dorrance,  Giulia  Galeotti,  Elise  Johnston. 

FRONT  ROW:  Genie  Cortez,  Kathy  Molnar,  Natasha  Dupont,  Claude  Saleh,  Anne  Heenan. 

ABSENT:  Tina  Jensen,  Miranda  Duffy. 


Grade  Five 


BACK  ROW:  Wendy  Chiu,  Kate  Fraser,  Jennifer  Engels,  Lori  Ann  Marchitelle,  Sara  Bradeen,  Trevi  Berretta,  Carolyn  Drouin,  Kim 
Lerch,  Sarah  Lank,  Arabella  Decker,  Margaret  Bentley,  Felicite  Mackay,  Gillian  Wansbrough. 

FRONT  ROW:  Alexandra  Yaphe,  Martha  McCall,  Judy  Farkas,  Christine  Farkas,  Kim  Cook,  Vivian  Welch,  Jennifer  Brockhouse, 
Nadine  Grunberg,  Antonia  d’E  Miller. 

ABSENT:  Francine  Ton. 


Can  you  imagine: 

Margaret  -  short 

Ali  -  with  her  sash  tied 

Trevi  -  not  playing  with  Gillian 

Sara  -  very  quiet 

Jennifer  B.  -  with  short  hair 

Wendy  -  not  giggling 

Kim  -  not  thinking  about  horses 

Arabella  -  with  black  hair 

Carolyn  -  early  for  school 

Jen  -  not  watching  M*A*S*H* 

Judy  -  getting  a  D 

Gillian  -  logical 

Chris  -  not  finishing  math 

Kate  -  normal 

Nadine  -  without  stickers 

Sarah  -  with  curly  hair 

Martha  -  staying  for  school  lunch 

Cissy  -  without  glasses 

Lori  -  with  blond  curly  hair 

Antonia  -  with  an  American  accent 

Francine  -  tall 

Vivian  -  excited 

Kim  L.  -  noisy 


43 


Grade  Six 


EXPRESSIONS  OF  GRADE  SIX: 

Whitney:  “Oh,  gee!” 

Josephine:  “Mercy  me!” 

Caroline:  “Oh,  Good!” 

Janet:  “Takes  brains.” 

Valerie:  “She’s  coming,  you  guys,  she’s 
coming  -  RUN!” 

Ann:  “Freak  me  green!” 

Donna:  “Like  ...  um  ...  sort  of  ...  well?” 
Jiffy:  “Oh,  lay  off!” 

Vanessa:  “Oh,  gross!” 

Alicki:  “I  AM  NOT!” 

Sam  H.:  “Go  for  it!” 

Elsa:  “It  wasn’t  my  fault.” 

Stephanie:  “Who,  me?” 

Heidi:  “No  way!” 

Megan:  “Well,  excuse  me!” 

Samantha  M.:  “It’s  a  chunky  situation!” 
Caroline  M.:  “What  a  bummer!” 

Tracey:  “Off  my  case,  piggy  face!” 

Jessica:  “Big  wow.” 

Tina:  “How’s  your  love  life?” 

Virginia:  “What  do  you  want  now?  ... 
Obviously.” 

Sharmelle:  “Did  anyone  watch  ‘Charlie’s 
Angels’?” 

Roben:  “OOOF” 

Chella:  “Curses!” 

Jonet:  “Mind  your  own  beez-wax!” 

Mrs.  Ronsley:  “Ladies,  you  are  out  of 
order.”;  “Girls,  I’d  like  to  talk  to  you”  ... 
BIG  SPEECHES! 


- 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Caroline  Eberts,  Sharmelle  Shapiro,  Tina  Sadek,  Alexandra 
Guthrie,  Janet  Faith,  Jessica  Rubinger,  Heidi  Luber,  Chella  Tingley,  Valerie  Foote, 
Whitney  Ashby. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Stephanie  Kounterian,  Jennifer  Gibson,  Jonet  Webster,  Samantha  Mason, 
Virginia  Schweitzer,  Donna  Gellis,  Megan  McConnell. 

FRONT  ROW:  Caroline  Mulholland,  Elsa  Komaroff,  Josephine  de  Bono,  Roben  Stikeman, 
Tracey  Ornstein,  Vanessa  Gillespie,  Samantha  Hayes. 

ABSENT:  Ann  Gallery. 


Grade  Seven 


BACK  ROW:  Rachel  De  Salis,  Zoe  Creighton,  Gillian  Riley,  Andrea  Robinson,  Leith  Blachford,  Beverly  Johnson,  Tara  Siev,  Tania 
Martin,  Vittoria  Galeotti,  Kathryn  Casey,  AnneTroubetzkey,  Sharon  Saleh,  Ellen  Penner,  Gillian  Phillips. 

FRONT  ROW:  Lisa  Cytrynbaum,  Carey  Evans,  Leslie-ann  Chang,  Julia  Asimakopulos,  Lauren  Yarosky,  Michele  Cohen,  Leslie 
Kaufman,  Elizabeth  Williams,  Paulana  Layman,  Sandy  McCall. 


Leith  -  Beverly  Hillbillies 
Kathryn  -  Too  Close  for  Comfort 
Leslie-Ann  -  The  Facts  of  Life 
Zoe  -  Dallas 
Lisa  -  Flo 

Rachel  -  Different  Strokes 

Carey  -  That’s  Incredible 

Vittoria  -  Quincy 

Leslie  -  I’m  a  Big  Girl  Now 

Paulana  -  Real  People 

Tania  -  Freebie  and  the  Bean 

Sandy  McCall  -  The  White  Shadow 


Gillian  P.  -  Fantasy  Island 
Gillian  R.  -  Dukes  of  Hazard 
Andrea  -  Eight  is  Enough 
Sharon  -  Chips 
Tara  -  Walking  Tall 
Anne  -  House  Calls 
Lauren  -  Saturday  Night  Live 
Elizabeth  -  Love  Boat 
Beverly  -  One  Day  at  a  Time 
Ellen  -  Knots  Landing 
Julia  -  News 
Michele  -  Soap 


Grade  Eight 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Vicki  Angel,  Natalie  Lerch,  Avery  Mackay,  Caro  Sambrook,  Francesca  Travers,  Heather  Trott,  Anouk 
Looten,  Vanessa  Emery,  Jennifer  Eberts,  Dawn  Hinchey,  Stacy  Hreno,  Fiona  Wright,  Heather  McDowell,  Lenore  Notkin,  Diana 
Walls. 

FRONT  ROW:  Blyth  Taylor,  Caroline  Otto,  Julie  Bushell,  Sarah  Allen,  Fiorella  Fiore,  Jane  Eisenhauer,  Mary  Hallward,  Elizabeth 
Cheesbrough,  Louise  Heenan,  Leslie  Paris,  Debbie  Schatia. 


Grade  Nine 


BACK  ROW:  Cynthia  Carrique,  Rebecca  Dupont,  Cynthia  Bushell,  Mary  Scott,  Kirstie  Creighton,  Patty  Beck,  Alexandra  Ballard, 
Nalini  Johnson,  Mamie  Waxman,  Hilary  Rapkin,  Melodie  Schweitzer,  Pauline  Hradil. 

FRONT  ROW:  Ira  Tamigian,  Andrea  Dingle,  Stephanie  Miller,  Lisa  Hodes,  Wendy  Harper,  Cynthia  Ross,  Susan  Brinker,  Elizabeth 
Waterston,  Marina  Klein. 


THE  GRADE  NINE  SYNDROME 

You  guys,  we  have  to  find  something  to  do  this  weekend  ...  Come  on!  That’s  way  too 
much  work  ...  We  can’t  hack  this!  ...  What’s  the  subject  for  lunch?  sh  ...  I  forgot  my 
notes  ...  You  guys,  please  sit  down  and  just  shut  up  for  thirty  seconds!!  ...  twist  and 
shout  ...  What’s  with  the  teachers  this  year?  -  They’re  really  acting  queer!  ...  285  days 
left  ’til  summer  vacation  ...  The  Fearsome  Five  ...  WHAT??  That’s  due  TODAY?  ... 
the  Study  Disco  ...  Do  you  have  any  vas?  ...  You  crack  me  up!  ...  “attention  han- 
dicape”  ...  Ugh,  it  reeks  in  here  -  open  some  windows!  ...  Bruce  Springsteen  -  The  Boss 
is  Back ! !  . . .  bedtime  stories . . .  Dear  Dr.  Boddy  . . .  O.K.  -  who  swiped  the  CHOM  flag? ! 
...  Toga  Party  ...  get  keen  BYOB’s ... 


Grade  Ten 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Cathy  Blundell,  Stacey  Engels,  Nancy  Fattal,  Virginia  Zarifi,  Ayse  Ataman,  Michelle  Smith,  Karen 
Yarosky,  Sarah  Beech,  Ati  Guttmann,  Caroline  Price. 

SEATED:  Cathy  Hilton,  Amy  Wall,  Paulina  Abarca,  Jill  Tetrault,  Valerie  Otto,  Borra  Garson. 


Many  years  ago,  a  group  of  little  girls  huddled  together  in  different  groups,  telling  secrets  and  giggling  at  silly  stories  they  told  each  other.  The  little 
girls,  at  first  frightened  by  the  new  faces  and  surroundings,  soon  began  to  grow  and  learn  together. 

The  little  girls  grew  up  together,  switching  from  friendship  to  friendship,  sometimes  uncertain  of  who  their  friends  really  were.  However,  it  often 
seemed  as  though  they  were  one  person,  protecting  each  other  from  fierce  teachers,  taking  the  blame  for  each  other’s  short-comings,  creating  a  solid 
unit  -  they  were  all  one  -  and  all  friends. 

They  cried  together  as  they  watched  friends  leave  the  group  and  smiled  as  a  new  face  joined  the  unit. 

They  watched  each  other  change  and  grow  up,  for  a  long  time  preventing  the  ideas  of  some  to  differ  from  those  of  the  rest.  Any  form  of  in¬ 
dividualism  was  a  shock,  and  even  more,  rather  frightening. 

The  changes  came,  inevitably,  and  for  some,  it  was  too  much  to  handle.  They  still  needed  each  other,  although  some  pretended  not  to  realize  this. 

They  grew  from  giggling  children,  creating  a  bond  much  stronger  than  mere  friendship,  a  bond  based  on  support,  determination,  courage,  and  love. 

They  are  left  but  a  little  amount  of  time  together.  They  still  have  time  to  grow  together  and  learn  from  each  other.  They  have  one  more  year.  The  time 
that  is  left  is  time  enough  to  think  of  what  they  have  all  meant  to  each  other. 

After  next  year,  they  will  begin  their  lives  again  as  individuals.  Whatever  route  they  choose  in  life,  they  will  be  strong  enough  to  face  the  world, 
because  they  had  each  other. 
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A  NEED  FOR  GREEN  SPACES 


Pandora  looked  into  the  box.  Shadows  darted  furtively  about  her  head.  She  carefully  studied  the  inside  of  the  box.  It  was  divided  up  into  many 
compartments,  each  a  different  colour.  It  was  now  up  to  her  to  get  the  creatures  back  into  their  special  spaces  but  she  didn’t  know  how  to  begin. 

Suddenly,  an  insect  of  some  sort  began  buzzing  around  her  head.  It  tangled  itself  in  her  hair,  darted  into  her  ears,  whispering  insults  and 
laughing  mockingly.  It  suddenly  transformed  itself  into  a  small  demon,  jabbing  its  hot  little  pitchfork  into  her  leg.  As  tears  of  anger  and 
frustration  streamed  down  her  cheeks,  the  demon  became  larger.  Suddenly,  Pandora  realized  what  was  happening.  She  straightened  her  hair  and, 
taking  a  deep  breath,  smiled  at  the  demon,  who,  infuriated,  began  to  shrink.  The  demon  prodded  angrily,  screeching  insults,  but  Pandora’s  ! 
control  over  her  anger  soon  reduced  the  demon  to  a  quivering  mass,  which  Pandora  picked  up  and  threw  in  the  red  space  labeled  “anger”. 

Pandora  leaned  back  against  the  w'all  and  relaxed.  Then,  the  stillness  was  disrupted  by  an  ugly,  mangled  group.  They  encircled  her,  hissing  and 
gurgling.  All  of  them  were  handicapped  in  some  way  or  another:  limbs  missing,  eyes  missing,  balding  heads,  and  thousands  of  warts  covering  j 
their  grey  skin. 

“Disease,  sickness,  illness,  and  death,”  they  drooled,  single  eyeballs  rolling  incessantly,  as  they  spewed  forth  the  words.  Pandora  cringed  in  the 
corner.  The  skeleton-like  creatures  danced  furiously,  gyrating  and  contorting  themselves  until  they  were  reduced  to  black  ashes.  Pandora,  fearful 
of  catching  some  disease,  sw'ept  them  into  the  gray  spaces  labeled  “disease  and  death”  with  a  broom. 

She  leaned  back  against  the  wall,  happy  to  be  unbothered.  It  wasn’t  one  full  minute  before  the  silence  was  shattered  by  a  whining  voice.  “I 
wish  I  could  handle  things  such  as  you.  Oh,  well!”  She  looked  at  the  little  brown-green  creature  by  her  hand. 

“Boy,  am  I  jealous!  I  can  never  do  things  like  that.” 

Pandora  offered  to  let  him  catch  the  remaining  creatures  that  swooped  above  their  heads. 

The  creature  turned  a  sickly  yellow  -  green. 

“Oh  -  no!  I  could  never  do  that  -  I’d  be  too  scared.” 

Pandora  realized  that  this  beast  was  envy  (or  jealousy),  and  out  of  the  corner  of  her  eye,  she  carefully  looked  for  a  green  compartment  labeled 
“Jealousy”. 

Indeed,  there  were  green  compartments,  but  there  was  only  one  labeled  “jealousy”.  This  confused  Pandora,  for  she  had  always  thought  of 
envy  as  being  green,  but  when  she  looked  back  at  the  creature,  it  dawned  on  her  that  as  the  being  went  from  angry  jealousy  to  sad  jealousy,  it 
changed  colours.  Pandora  realized  that  jealousy  was  always  mixed  with  more  emotions  than  just  the  want  of  something  somebody  else  had. 

She  quickly  snatched  the  brown  mass  which  sat  trembling  on  the  floor,  after  it  had  worked  itself  into  a  state  of  turmoil  and  confusion  and 
placed  it  in  the  brown  space  labeled  “jealousy”. 

She  leaned  back  once  again  closed  her  eyes  and  smiled.  She  began  to  drift  off  into  a  deep  sleep,  but  a  sudden  sound  awoke  her. 

A  tear  trickled  down  her  cheek  as  she  swatted  at  the  creature  that  had  disturbed  her  slumber.  The  peacock-like  animal  strutted  in  front  of  her 
preening  its  purple  feathers  and  exclaiming  how  beautiful  it  was. 

Pandora  swooped  down  on  it,  and  by  its  magnificent  tail  plopped  it  in  the  purple  space  marked  “vanity”,  and  despite  the  fact  that  there  were 
still  some  empty  spaces  in  the  box,  closed  the  lid,  for  the  room  was  quiet,  and  there  was  little  evidence  of  anyone  else’s  presence. 

Then  she  crawled  back  into  her  corner  and  began  to  wail. 

“There  is  always  hope,  my  dear,”  she  heard,  and  as  Pandora  lifted  her  head,  she  saw  three  beautiful  luminescent  women. 

The  first  stepped  forward  and  introduced  herself  as  Hope,  the  second  as  Faith,  and  the  third  as  Confidence. 

Pandora  shook  her  head  in  misunderstanding. 

Faith  chirped,  “Don’t  you  realize  you  have  extra  spaces?”  Pandora  nodded.  “Well,  then,  put  us  in  our  respective  places  as  you  have  the 
others.” 

“Amidst  all  the  sin  and  death  and  evil?”  asked  Pandora,  awed. 

“We  are  part  of  the  package  too”  said  Hope,  her  voice  as  soothing  as  a  limpid  pond  on  a  hot  day. 

“With  every  bad  situation  there  will  be  hope  to  urge  you  on,  Pandora,”  sang  Confidence. 

“Put  us  back  in  our  places,  Pandora,”  they  whispered  in  unison. 

Ever  so  gently,  Pandora  picked  up  Faith  and  Confidence  and  put  them  in  their  green  spaces.  She  picked  up  Hope  next,  who  patted  her  hand 
reassuringly  and  tinkled,  “You  need  the  green  spaces  dear.  They  are  your  only  reason  for  living  amidst  this  evil;  now  put  me  in  my  green  space.” 
Pandora  lovingly  placed  her  in  the  compartment  and  with  one  last  glance,  shut  the  lid  of  the  box. 

She  then  picked  up  the  box,  and  realizing  that  she  had  control  over  anger,  jealousy,  and  others  of  the  world’s  vices,  she  smiled  as  she  thought 
that  perhaps,  the  world  would,  one  day,  be  rid  of  the  box  of  evil;  with  some  Hope,  Faith  and  Confidence,  of  course. 

Stacy  Engels 
Secondary  IV 
Senior  First  Prize  Winner 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 


SNOW  IN  THE  CITY 

When  I  first  came  to  Canada,  my  parents  told  me  that  this  was  a  country  with  completely  different  weather  from  the  one  I  was  used  to.  So,  1 
was  really  excited  to  see  the  first  snowfall.  When  it  happened,  although  I  was  very  young,  I  realized  the  wonder  of  nature.  In  the  morning,  1 
woke  up  and  saw  a  fairy-land  in  front  of  my  eyes.  At  that  time,  we  were  living  in  Westmount,  so  my  parents  took  my  baby  sister  and  me  for  our 
first  stroll  in  the  snow.  We  went  to  Murray  Park  to  make  a  snowman.  I  could  not  understand  the  excitement  and  happiness  of  my  mother  when, 
for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she  was  feeling  the  snow  which  was  giving  us  happiness.  The  magic  of  that  first  snow  was  a  very  precious  moment 
for  me;  forgotten  were  the  green  trees  and  grass  of  my  country  when  I  looked  at  the  white  carpet  of  snow  which  covered  the  city.  The  slush  and 
dirtiness  of  the  highways  were  not  a  very  nice  view,  but  when  I  looked  up  in  the  mountain,  the  magic  was  still  there. 


Erika  Flores 
Grade  4 
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THE  SOUNDS  OF  A  MAINE  MORNING 


THE  RING 

It’s  almost  broken  now.  There  used  to  be  many  of  us,  holding  it  together, 
protecting  it,  but  now,  they  are  all  gone.  Only  a  weak  link  keeps  the  ring  intact  and 
'afe.  Only  I  am  left.  As  time  goes  on  the  job  gets  harder.  During  my  many  lifetimes 
,n  this  position,  I  have  seen  many  hectic  times.  The  ring  was  slowly  weathered;  the 
stone  fell  from  its  position,  arches  cracked  and  broke,  holes  and  pits  were  quietly 
filled  in.  Amazingly,  throughout  all  this,  the  ring  has  survived,  but  then,  they  came. 
They  came  in  small  numbers  at  first,  but  then,  the  numbers  grew  until  the  ring  was 
constantly  in  need  of  protection  from  them,  and  so,  only  at  night  when  they  finally 
left  us,  could  we  rest.  It  was  soon  after  this  that  my  comrades  left,  so  tired  that  they 
were  no  longer  able  to  help  in  the  ring’s  defense.  So,  I  stand  alone,  as  the  strangers 
come  to  poke,  study,  and  excavate  the  place  they  call  “Stonehenge”. 

I  am  tired  now,  worn  and  weak  from  so  much  activity,  but  I  must  keep  the  ring 
safe.  I  must  never  let  its  meaning  be  discovered.  The  strangers  try  to  restore  it  and 
try  day  and  night  to  discover  its  purposes,  its  links  with  the  past.  They  have  the  idea 
that  it  was  a  place  for  their  forefathers  to  worship  the  sun  about  which  this  small 
planet  revolves.  Little  do  they  know  their  mistakes  in  this  theory,  their  overlooking 
of  the  obvious. 

I  worry  sometimes,  late  at  night,  when  I  am  resting  from  the  hard  days.  What  will 
become  of  the  ring  and  its  many  secrets  if  my  power  leaves  me  and  I  die  before 
another  group  of  protectors  are  able  to  arrive?  I  know  it  does  no  good  and  only 
decreases  my  strength  further,  as  I  lose  resting  time.  I  suppose  that  everything  will 
work  out;  after  all,  the  Fates  know  what  to  do  and  how  to  plan  solutions  to  such 
problems,  but  still,  I  worry  and  probably,  will  keep  on  doing  so,  until,  at  last,  I  am 
relieved  and  can,  finally,  fall  into  my  much  needed  and  much  deserved  sleep. 


The  sounds  are  different  in  Maine: 

You  can  hear  the  ocean  as  it  slaps  on  the  sand, 

The  hungry  seagulls  cawing  as  they  search  for  food, 
The  little  sandpipers  twittering  as  they  scurry  down  the 
beach, 

The  huge  waves  as  they  splash  up  to  the  rocks, 

The  slam  of  the  screen  door  opening  and  shutting, 

And  in  the  cottage,  bacon  and  eggs  sizzling  in  the  pan, 
After  all  this,  I  am  ready  for  a  great  day! 


Ali  Yaphe 
Grade  5 


NEW  LEAVES  COMING  TO  LIFE 

I  looked  out  my  window, 

And  what  did  I  see? 

The  leaves  coming  to  life. 

They  pranced  and  they  danced, 

Hanging  from  their  branches, 

They  blew  and  they  grew, 

Into  beautifully  coloured  leaves. 

There  were  red  ones, 

And  green  ones  and  brown  ones  too, 
Orange  ones 
And  yellow  ones 

And  all  of  the  colours  mixed  together. 
Then  the  wind  stopped 
And  the  snow  began  to  fall. 

And,  one  by  one,  the  leaves  started  to  die 


Venetia  Eisenhauer 
Secondary  V 


And  it  got  colder, 
and  colder, 

and  colder. 


Genie  Cortez 
Grade  4 


THE  SCHOOL  OF  EXPERIENCE 

When  I  was  very  young,  I  was  very  intrigued  by  my  great-grandmother.  She  knew  so  much  about  so  many  different  things,  and  she  had  never 
even  gone  to  school.  To  me,  it  seemed  as  though  she  had  the  world  in  her  head.  There  wasn’t  a  question  1  could  ask  that  she  could  not  answer. 

I  asked  her  why  I  had  to  go  to  school.  She  replied  that  school  was  one  element  of  life  that  she  had  not  experienced,  and  she  regretted  it  because 
she  believed  that  the  only  way  to  learn  and  understand  life  was  through  experience.  I  did  not  really  understand  this,  and  she  said  that  when  I 
became  as  old  as  she  was  then,  I  would  understand. 

I  believed  that  my  great-grandmother  understood  everything  because  she  had  obtained  so  much  experience  throughout  her  lifetime.  She  had 
lived  through  so  many  wars  wherein  so  many  people  that  she  loved  had  been  killed.  I  did  not  understand  war  and  deaths.  When  I  questioned  her 
about  this,  all  she  did  was  give  me  a  knowing  smile.  * 

I  once  asked  her  if  she  was  ever  afraid,  and  she  replied  that  you  can  only  be  afraid  of  what  you  do  not  understand.  So  I  assumed  that  she  was 
never  afraid. 

I  longed  to  know  as  much  as  my  great-grandmother,  but  I  did  not  realize  until  I  was  older  that  I  wouldn’t  until  I  had  lived  for  a  very  long 
time.  What  she  knew  about  life  was  not  anything  that  could  be  taught  but  was  a  gradual  learning.  Her  mind  was  not  a  school  of  Mathematics  or 
spelling  but  a  school  of  experience. 

On  a  cold  winter  day,  as  the  wind  blew  fiercely  outside,  and  the  branches  of  a  tree  slapped  in  a  rhythmic  motion  against  the  livingroom  win¬ 
dow,  this  ninety-three  year  old  woman  pulled  a  blanket  up  over  her  knees  to  keep  the  cold  away  from  her  aching  bones. 

I  can  still  remember  how  she  watched  me  as  I  sat  by  the  fire  struggling,  desperately,  with  my  spelling  homework.  With  an  occasional  en¬ 
couraging  smile,  she  forced  me  not  to  give  up. 

As  I  got  up  to  leave,  she  told  me  not  to  come  back  the  next  day  because  she  would  not  be  there  -  she  would  not  be  there  ever  again.  I  knew 
what  she  meant.  I  started  to  cry,  and  she  told  me  not  to  be  afraid.  When  I  asked  her  if  she  was  afraid,  her  reply  was  a  smile,  not  her  familiar 
knowing  smile  but  a  smile  of  reassurance  that  confused  me.  Her  words  came  back  to  me.  “You  are  only  afraid  of  what  you  do  not  understand.” 
I  understood. 


Amy  Wall 
Secondary  IV 
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GREAT  EXPECTATIONS 


Imagine  yourself  as  a  carefree  teenage  boy.  Your  leg  has  been  hurting  you  a  lot  lately,  but  you  play  quite  a  few  sports,  and,  thinking  it  must  be 
due  to  that,  you  ignore  it.  Then  one  day  you  go  to  the  doctor’s,  for  your  annual  check-up.  The  doctor  has  some  very  bad  news  for  you,  and  he 
tells  you  gravely  that  your  right  leg  must  be  amputated  and  fast  -  within  a  week.  You  have  bone  cancer.  Imagine  YOUR  reaction  ...  When 
you’ve  thought  about  that,  imagine  this  reaction,  from  an  eighteen  year  old  cancer  patient:  “My  heart  became  larger  at  that  time.  I  listened  to 
doctors  telling  people  they  had  a  thirty-five  percent  chance  of  living,  and  then  I  heard  those  people  having  to  tell  their  families  ...” 

Even  more  phenomenal,  imagine  an  individual  with  courage,  stamina,  and  expectations  GREAT  enough  to  embark  on  an  8,220  kilometer  run, 
across  Canda,  the  “Marathon  of  Hope”,  8,220  kilometers  with  one  artificial  leg!  People  exclaimed  that  it  couldn’t  be  done  and  tried  to 
discourage  him.  No  one  had  ever  done  it  before!  But  Terry  Fox  refused  to  be  discouraged,  and  as  Canadian  novelist  Timothy  Findley  wrote:  “He 
did  the  thing  that  no  one  else  would  even  think  of  doing.  And  that,  to  me,  is  as  good  a  definition  of  a  hero  as  you'll  get.”  No  ordinary  in¬ 
dividual,  a  hero:  someone  who  had,  and  still  has,  great  expectations,  and  all  of  Canada  admires  and  thanks  him  for  it.  One  young  man  has  single 
handedly  raised  over  twenty-one  million  dollars  for  cancer  research  ...  Terry  Fox  is  only  six  years  older  than  some  of  us,  and  I  heard  of  a  woman 
who  wrote  him  a  letter,  thanking  him,  in  which  she  said:  “You  have  touched  the  lives  of  twenty-two  million  people  in  a  few  short  months.  More 
than  most  people  do  in  a  lifetime  ...” 

Despite  the  tumours  found  in  both  of  his  lungs,  I  saw  Terry  Fox  on  television  a  few  months  ago.  The  inteviewer  showed  an  amazing  lack  of 
tact  (or  maybe  not  so  amazing,  it  was  Tom  Snyder)  in  asking  him,  point-blank:  “Do  you  think  you’ll  die?”  Terry’s  answer  was  simple:  “I  believe 
in  miracles.  I  have  to.” 

We  all  need  the  special  ones  among  us  who  will  believe  in  miracles  for  the  rest  of  us.  In  a  world  full  of  disillusionment,  deception,  and  despair, 
we  all  need  the  ones  among  us  who  will  dare  to  dream  -  the  ones  with  the  great  expectations  ... 

I  have  been  using  Terry  Fox  as  an  example,  because  his  story  left  a  great  impression  on  me,  but  I  hope  that  every  person  in  this  room  can  think 
of  at  least  a  few  human  beings  whose  selfless  actions  have  touched  many  in  a  very  important  area:  the  heart. 

Everyone  should  have  his  or  her  own  list  of  candidates  for  hero  worship  -  people  who  seem  to  be  charged  with  some  special  force  that  we  lack, 
yet  desire;  I  call  that  special  force  great  expectations. 

Oscar  Wilde  once  said:  “We  are  all  of  us  lying  in  the  gutter  -  but  some  of  us  are  looking  at  the  stars  ...” 

We  need  our  star  -  gazers. 

Jennifer  Oulton 
Secondary  V 

First  Prize:  Public  Speaking  Competition. 


We  ran  through  life 
taking  every  turn  together 
our  breaths  in  symphony 
our  feet  touching  ground, 
perfectly  matched 
in  running  towards 
our  sun 

learning  together 
seeing  the  same  light 
seeking  the  same  victory 
at  the  end  of  time 

Running  still 
while  I  stopped  and 
really  looked  at  you 
for  the  first  time 

you  solemnly  turned 
and  ran  away 
without  a  sound. 

Anonymous 


THE  SHREW 

If  you  happen  to  meet  a  ground  shrew 
Don’t  stop  to  say,  “how  do  you  do?” 
Just  walk  right  ahead, 

Or  else  you’ll  be  dead 
For  the  shrew 
Is  out 
To  get 
You! 


Paulina  Abarca  Sec  IV 


Claude  Saleh,  Grade  Four 


THE  DEFEATED 


THE  HOLE  IN  MY  POCKET 

Once  upon  a  time,  in  a  town  called  Tumblestone,  there  lived  a  beggar. 

One  fine  morning  when  the  beggar  was  looking  at  some  food  shops,  he  got  so  hungry  watching 
everybody  eating  the  fresh  pastries  and  bread  rolls  and  so  many  other  things  that  he  looked  in  his  pocket 
to  see  if  by  chance  he  had  some  money.  As  he  looked  deeply  down  in  his  pocket,  he  saw  a  hole!  But  to  his 
amazement,  he  did  not  see  the  white  snow,  but  luscious  green  grass  and  beautiful  flowing  rivers.  He  was 
so  interested  in  his  pocket  that  he  peered  right  into  it  and  Wooosh!  -  He  fell  right  through!  He  was  in  the 
Land  of  Wishes! 

As  he  wandered  about,  he  came  upon  a  group  of  rabbits  preparing  a  feast.  He  asked  shyly  who  the 
feast  was  for,  and  when  they  replied,  “You”,  it  gave  him  a  great  shock.  As  he  looked  about  the  beautiful 
land,  a  large  puff  of  smoke  suddenly  appeared  in  front  of  him.  It  asked  him  in  a  kind  voice  what  he 
wished  for  the  most.  He  was  very  frightened,  but  still  had  enough  courage  to  reply,  “Not  to  be  a  beggar.” 

After  this  last  word,  he  suddenly  found  himself  amongst  the  snow  once  more.  Only  this  time,  he  was 
dressed  in  robes  with  fur  lining,  fleecy  boots,  and  a  nice  warm  bonnet.  He  had  a  big  mansion  with  many 
servants  and  piles  of  money.  The  beggar  said  to  himself,  “All  these  wonderful  miracles  happened  to  me 
just  because  I  looked  at  the  hole  in  my  pocket!”  But  when  he  saw  one  of  his  fellow  beggars  wandering  the 
streets,  he  remembered  the  awful  days  in  the  past.  Seeing  the  sad  faces  on  these  people,  he  went  and  gave 
half  his  fortune  to  the  poor.  Once  a  year  he  did  this,  and  soon,  the  other  people  followed  his  example,  and 
this  was  how  the  town  of  Tumblestone  became  a  rich  and  happy  place! 


Kim  Lerch 
Grade  5 
Junior  Second  Prize 
Alexander  Hutchison 


They  failed  to  acknowledge  Defeat, 
Though  she  showed  herself, 

Veiled  as  she  was. 

Someone  tore  the  veil  a  bit, 

And  still  Defeat  was  ignored, 

Though  some  felt  in  their  hearts 
Who  she  was. 

And  the  war  continued, 

Searing  the  countryside, 

Killing  all  but  one: 

Defeat. 

The  veil  disappeared,  bit  by  bit, 

And  more  people  died, 

And  more  people  hid, 

And  the  veil  was  no  more. 

The  hideous  face,  scarred  and  bloody, 
Twisted  and  ugly ... 

And  defeat  was  complete. 

And  the  people  had  suffered 
For  nothing  but  the  pride 
Of  stubborn  leaders. 

Who  did  not  wish  to  fall. 

Virginia  Zarifi,  Secondary  IV 


THE  OPERA  BOX 

The  night  was  dark  and  clear.  People  crowded  outside  the  opera  hall.  Handsome  suits,  fancy  laces,  decorative  fans,  and  elaborate  hairstyles  were 
seen  among  the  crowd.  Handsome  couples  were  going  from  one  group  of  people  to  another,  exchanging  greetings  and  smiles.  Soon,  they  turned  to 
enter  the  great  opera  hall,  still  lingering  and  talking  excitedly. 

Of  all  the  ladies,  one  stood  out  in  particular.  She  was  young  and  obviously  very  rich,  for  her  gown  was  made  of  an  extremely  elaborate  pink  satin, 
and  she  had  an  air  of  easy  grace  about  her.  She  proceeded  grandly  into  the  building  and  soon  found  her  way  to  a  seat  in  an  opera  box.  Soon  the  crowds 
quieted  down,  and  the  opera  began. 

Some  fifteen  minutes  later,  a  man  entered  the  hall.  He  did  not  seem  to  mind  missing  the  beginning  of  the  opera,  and  was  not  in  a  hurry.  He  glanced 
about  the  room,  and  then  disappeared. 

She  heard  the  door  close  quietly  behind  her.  This  was  not  odd,  for  people  often  came  to  greet  her  during  the  opera.  No,  that  was  not  odd,  and  yet  the 
light  male  steps  coming  towards  her  were  not  familiar.  She  turned.  He  greeted  her.  “I  assure  you,  madame,  that  you  are  the  most  beautiful  lady  here 
tonight.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  meet  you”,  he  told  her.  “How  do  you  do?”  she  said,  “It  seems  that  I  do  not  remember  your  name  ...”  “I  am  a  visitor  in 
town”,  he  answered,  “and  you  do  not  know  me.”  “Well,  it  is  nice  to  make  your  acquaintance,  sir”,  she  said,  and  she  turned  back  towards  the  stage. 

He  sat  down  beside  her.  This  annoyed  her.  She  loved  the  opera,  and  this  was  her  box.  She  did  not  feel  like  talking,  and  he  seemed  in  no  hurry  to 
leave.  On  the  contrary,  he  appeared  to  be  intent  on  remaining  with  her. 

“A  lovely  evening,  isn’t  it?”  he  asked.  “Yes  it  is.  The  music  is  beautiful,  is  it  not?”  She  was  trying  to  hint  that  she  wished  to  listen  to  the  music,  but 
the  man  proved  unobservant.  “Of  course”,  he  answered,  not  interested  in  the  music,  staring  at  her.  “I’d  like  to  listen  to  it  if  you  please,  sir”,  she 
murmured.  “Are  you  insinuating  that  I  am  not  a  good  conversationalist,  Mademoiselle?”  He  seemed  angry.  “Why,  certainly  not,  sir,  only  that  I 
should  like  to  listen  to  the  music,”  She  was  very  calm.  He  had  come  only  to  disturb  her,  and  it  was  time  he  left. 

“Well,  then,  Mademoiselle,  if  you  do  not  like  my  company,  then  I  suggest  that  you  leave!”  She  was  shocked.  “You  forget  yourself,  sir”,  she 
retorted,  finally  angry.  “This  has  been  my  family’s  opera  box  for  years.  You  are  not  speaking  with  an  ordinary  peasant!”  “Of  course,  Mademoiselle, 
but  if  you  remember  correctly,  it  was  not  I  who  started  this  little  disagreement,  was  it?”  Her  nostrils  flared.  “Do  not  worry,  Mademoiselle,  I  will  not 
bother  you  any  longer!”  He  stomped  out,  none  too  quietly.  She  was  alone.  She  tried  to  concentrate  on  the  music.  If  she  had  heard  that  piece  once,  she 
had  heard  it  a  million  times!  She  glanced  around.  He  was  alone  in  the  box  across  from  her. 

She  closed  the  door  behind  her,  He  turned.  She  smiled.  “Ah  sir,  it  is  a  lovely  evening,  is  it  not?”  She  sat  down  beside  him.  The  music  had  changed. 
He  smiled.  They  both  turned  towards  the  stage,  intent  upon  the  music. 


Louise  Heenan,  Secondary  II. 


The  Disturbance  which  got  me  kicked  out  of  Camp, 
for  Going  to  the  Bathroom,  but  was  worth  it  ’cause 
Sue  got  what  she  Deserved! 

“Mom,  I’ve  got  to  go  to  the  bathroom,”  I  whimpered.  My  mother  did  not  hear  me,  as  she  pulled  on  my  blue  stretchy  jean  shorts  and  my 
orange  and  green  halter  top.  I  sighed,  as  I  pulled  my  sailor  hat  over  my  very  small  pigtail,  protruding  from  the  top  of  my  head. 

“1  really  have  to  go,”  I  repeated,  yet  still  without  force.  Mother  picked  up  my  Daffy  Duck  lunch  box  (even  though  all  the  other  kids  used 
brown  paper  bags,  with  their  names  on  them)  containing  the  same  apple  juice,  cheese  sandwich,  and  pear  that  I  always  got,  and  with  a  hurried 
kiss  goodbye,  out  the  door  1  was  plopped. 

I  am  off  to  the  “Y”  Day  Camp.  I  don’t  like  it,  never  have  liked  it,  and  never  will,  but  since  I’m  not  one  to  make  a  lot  of  noise  or  fuss,  no  one 
really  knew  that,  so  each  year,  I  was  sent  back.  As  I  pass  by  the  park,  I  stop  a  minute  and  give  my  sandwich  to  the  same  pigeons  as  usual,  (a 
daily  ritual  for  me,  as  I  never  told  Mom  I  hated  cheese)  and  proceed  to  pour  my  juice  over  an  oak  tree,  before  crossing  Sherbrooke  Street  (at  the 
light)  and  marching  up  the  stone  steps. 

Sue  is  my  counsellor;  she’s  pretty,  smart,  capable,  and  hates  me  because  I’m  not  as  cute  as  Natasha.  While  Natasha  plays  with  Sue’s  hair,  as  well  as 
hugs,  pesters,  and  annoys  Sue  (much  to  Sue’s  delight),  I  go  off  in  search  of  Peter,  the  art  counselor,  to  give  him  my  pear.  I  have  to  go  to  the  bathroom 
rahter  badly  by  now,  but  I  can’t  go  upstairs  to  the  bathrooms  alone;  God  knows  what  kind  of  roomies  lurk  there!  I’ve  already  mentioned  it  to  Sue 
twice.  I  bother  her,  I  can  tell;  her  reply  was  the  same  as  usual,  “Later  Karen,  I  have  to  make  a  macrame  necklace  for  Natasha.” 

“Time  to  go  to  Ile-St. -Helene,”  Sue  screams,  her  fake  smile  fixed  on  her  face,  “Everyone  grab  a  partner!”  As  usual,  Natasha  latches  on  to  Sue’s 
hand,  and  as  other  camp  hostages  grab  at  each  other’s  hands,  I  realized  that,  once  again,  I  was  to  be  Phoebe’s  partner.  Sue  smiled  when  she  saw  whose 
partner  I  was:;  she  loves  watching  me  be  in  pain.  Phoebe  was  a  “reject”,  not  only  of  camp,  Westmount,  and  Montreal,  but  more,  of  the  world.  She 
talked  only  of  how  her  mother  locked  her  in  the  cjoset  with  just  a  Del  Monte  fruit  cup  and  no  spoon,  for  a  whole  day.  I  told  her  that  if  she  ever  wanted 
to  get  rid  of  fruit,  to  give  it  to  Peter. 

“Sue,  I’ve  really  GOT  to  go  badly!”  I  said,  in  my  little  voice.  Ile-St. -Helene  was  big,  and  I  didn’t  want  to  get  lost.  Sue  glared  at  me  with  hatred  in  her 
eyes,  “Why  can’t  you  be  more  like  Natasha,  Karen?  She  only  has  to  go  at  the  right  times!” 

If  I  had  not  been  such  a  shy,  quiet  kid,  I  would  have  belted  Sue,  but  I  was  afraid  of  her,  and  all  the  other  counselors,  and  although  I  didn’t  want  to  be 
friends  with  Natasha  and  her  friends,  belting  Sue  would  make  her  my  enemy,  and  all  her  followers  (half  the  camp)  would  hate  me. 

“How  about  we  go  to  the  pool,  kids?”  Sue  asked.  No  reply  was  needed,  or  expected,  and  off  my  group  trudged,  Sue,  with  Natasha  at  her  heels, 
leading  us  on.  That  did  it;  off  I  trod  to  find  a  bathroom. 

Sue  sat  at  the  pool,  putting  nail  polish  on  Natasha’s  toenails.  “Where’s  that  little  runt,  Karen?”  she  hissed,  looking  around.  I  was  nowhere  to  be 
seen,  of  course,  for  I  was  up  in  the  Ile-St. -Helene  control  booth,  which  I  had  discovered  instead  of  a  bathroom.  “No  more  quiet  Karen  for  me”,  I 
thought,  as  I  switched  on  intercoms  (one  through  fifty-six),  pressed  on  the  loudspeaker,  and  yelled  with  all  of  my  might,  to  half  of  the  island  of 
Montreal. 

“Sue,  my  counselor,  is  one  super,  duper,  big  ...” 

Karen  Yarosky,  Secondary  IV. 


IF  WISHES  WERE  HORSES 

If  wishes  were  horses  everyone  could  ride  away  on  an  ad¬ 
venture  of  life.  Every  step  of  the  way  would  be  an  adventure. 
As  the  expression  goes,  “If  wishes  were  horses,  beggars  could 
ride.”  Life  would  be  a  wonderful  thing,  even  for  a  beggar. 
There  is  a  wild  prairie  of  adventure  just  waiting  for  wishes  to 
gallop  across!  It  would  leave  nothing  but  the  tracks  of  the  past 
behind  it.  Oh!  There  are  such  places  to  gallop  to!  Such  things  to 
see  and  do!  You  could  gallop  to  adventure  after  adventure,  wish 
after  wish,  but  you  would  stay  on  the  same  horse,  because  you 
do  not  jump  from  life  to  life.  If  you  changed  horses  you  would 
be  doing  exactly  this.  From  the  minute  you  are  born  you  have 
mounted  a  horse  and  gone  away  on  an  adventure  of  life. 
Someone  might  try  to  grab  your  horse  but  you  must  urge  your 
horse  on  and  never  stop.  So  remember  this:  You  only  stop  your 
horse  for  water,  but  only  once,  when  you  are  very  old. 

Miranda  Duffy,  Grade  Four 
Junior  First  Prize 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 
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ME,  MYSELF,  AND  I 

“What  on  earth  are  you  doing?” 
“Why?” 

“I’d  like  to  know  what  you’re  doing.” 
“I’m  spying  on  me,  myself,  and  1.” 

I  see  myself  in  a  mirror 
I  think  I’ll  investigate, 

I’ll  go  a  bit  nearer 
I  can’t  believe  I’m  turning  eight. 

Now  I’ll  hide  behind  a  chair, 

Oh,  no,  somebody  saw  me. 

At  least  it’s  only  my  Teddy  Bear 
“Teddy  don’t  tell  anyone  what  you  see.” 

I’d  better  hurry  up  and  spy, 

It’s  almost  time  for  my  snack, 

I  hope  you  will  come  back, 

To  spy  on  me,  myself,  and  I. 

Janet  Faith,  Grade  Six 


Every  morning  when  I  wake, 

I  see  her  sitting  by  the  lake. 

When  the  stars  fade  away  before  the  dawn, 

I  turn  around  and  see  she’s  gone. 

She  wears  a  dress  as  white  as  snow, 

And  each  night  it  shines  with  a  mysterious  glow. 
I  think  she  lives  upon  the  stars, 

On  the  planet  known  as  Mars. 

She  never  lets  me  say  “hello” 

Instead  she  says  she  has  to  go. 

I  wish  that  she  would  laugh  and  play, 

Instead  she  likes  to  walk  away 
But  sometimes  I  just  want  to  say: 

I  love  you. 

Heidi  Luber,  Grade  Six. 


LE  CHIEN 

J’ai  un  chien 

qui  fait  tout  tres  bien, 

II  mange  sous  la  table, 
il  est  tres  aimable, 
quand  je  dors, 
il  regarde  dehors, 
au  matin, 
il  fait  du  pain. 

Il  est  si  intelligent, 

que  tous  les  matins  il  se  lave  ses  dents. 

Genie  Cortez,  Grade  Four 


THE  PRAIRIES  AT  DUSK 

I  walked,  thrashed  in  the  face  by  the  tall  stalks  of  wheat,  wondering  if  the  immense  field  would  ever  end.  1  had  been  struggling  through  it  for 
several  minutes,  probably  wandering  in  desperate  circles,  when,  all  of  a  sudden,  I  emerged  to  see  in  front  of  me  a  view  that  1  had  thought  only 
visible  on  a  picture  postcard  of  the  Canadian  Prairies.  The  flat  land  went  on  and  on  for  as  far  as  my  peripheral  vision  could  see,  broken  only  by 
an  eminence  in  the  form  of  a  small  hill  and  by  one,  solitary  tree.  I  am  sure  that  I  will  never  again  see  a  replica  of  that  view;  the  setting  was  still 
visible  above  the  horizon,  and  it  was  partially  hidden  by  the  slight  inclination  of  the  land.  The  pinks,  oranges,  and  reds  that  were  disseminated 
from  the  blazing  star  melted  into  the  subtle  blues  of  the  ever-darkening  sky.  The  moon  was  already  visible,  a  shimmering  silver  disc  in  the  sky.  By 
this  spectacular  light  show,  the  tree  was  silhouetted,  but  I  did  not  sense  its  uniqueness  until  1  approached  it.  It  was  not  a  large  or  majestic  tree 
with  graceful  limbs;  it  was  a  thin,  scrawny,  and  frail  tree,  like  the  hands  of  a  very  old  woman,  and  its  branches  trembled  slightly  in  what  breeze 
there  was.  Its  bark,  however,  was  not  like  the  skin  of  an  aged  person.  It  felt  more  like  the  dreaded  serge  overcoat  that  I  had  owned  in  my 
childhood.  It  used  to  make  me  itch  and  was  the  cause  of  many  discomforts,  especially  when  I  had  to  sit  in  church,  perched  on  the  edge  of  a  hard, 
wooden  bench  with  a  straight  back,  my  head  up  and  shoulders  back,  clasping  my  hands  together  in  my  lap  to  prevent  them  from  scratching  those 
relentless  itches.  Mother  always  told  me  not  to  scratch  in  public  because  people  would  think  I  had  lice. 

Only  a  few  streaks  of  the  sun  remained  in  the  sky  as  I  let  my  hand  drop  from  the  trunk  of  the  tree.  My  smile  faded  as  1  realized  that  1  should 
return  home  quickly,  before  it  got  too  black  to  see  where  I  was  going.  I  turned  and  retraced  my  steps  to  the  edge  of  the  wheat  field  and  took  one 
last  look  at  the  peaceful  scene  of  the  prairie  at  dusk,  before  plunging  once  again  into  the  field  of  tall  grain. 


Wendy  Alexander,  Secondary  V. 
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THE  TROLLEY 


I  can  still  remember  that  sunny  summer  morning  as  if  it  had  been  yesterday.  It  was  one  of  those  busy  mornings  when  everybody  was  off  to  work  and 
in  a  hurry.  As  I  watched  from  my  balcony  over  the  Main  Street,  it  never  occurred  to  me  that  this  would  be  a  day  that  would  be  with  me  forever. 

There  were  people  waiting  patiently  for  the  trolley  on  both  sides  of  the  street,  and  way  down  the  street  was  the  steep  hill  the  trolley  would  soon  be 
rolling  over.  There  were  all  kinds  of  people:  businessmen,  waitresses,  students,  secretaries  -  just  about  everybody  in  town  was  there,  waiting  for  the 
trolley.  It  was  a  happy  sight  and  everyone  seemed  to  be  in  great  spirits  and  as  I  looked  to  where  most  people  were  standing,  I  spotted  a  little  boy  holding 
a  small,  grey  puppy  who  was  licking  the  boy’s  face  happily.  It  was  just  one  of  those  mornings. 

Then,  from  a  distance,  we  all  heard  it.  Everyone  was  silent,  and  everyone’s  head  turned  to  look  down  the  street.  Even  the  little  boy  put  his  dog  down 
to  get  a  better  view.  As  we  looked  to  the  hill,  we  saw  the  first  few  gutters  of  its  frontpiece,  and  slowly,  very  slowly,  it  rolled  over  the  top.  The  conductor, 
in  blue  uniform  and  cap,  proudly  rang  the  large  brass  bell  on  the  side  of  the  trolley.  Then,  its  speed  slowly  increased;  its  long  spidery  thread  which  clung 
to  the  wire  above  whistled  and  sparkled.  Now,  it  was  flying  down  the  hill  while  everyone  watched  in  amazement  and  delight.  It  had  reached  the  bottom 
and  was  swiftly  rolling  down  the  empty  street,  towards  the  stop. 

All  of  a  sudden,  the  little  grey  puppy  that  had  been  sitting  quietly  all  along  ran  out  onto  the  street  to  see  what  the  thundering  noise  was  all  about.  The 
boy  tried  to  run  after  him,  but  someone  held  him  back.  He  called  his  pet’s  name  and  yelled  ’til  his  lungs  hurt,  but  it  was  all  drowned  out  by  the  roar  of 
the  trolley.  Faster  and  faster,  it  came.  The  pup  finally  realized  what  was  coming  and  began  to  trot  to  the  sidewalk,  but  it  was  too  late.  In  an  instant,  it 
was  all  over.  I  gripped  the  balcony  tightly;  in  the  crowd,  there  was  dead  silence.  I  saw  some  people  rush  to  towards  the  boy  and  others  towards  the 
trolley. 

I  saw  them  take  the  boy  away;  he  had  tears  all  over  his  face  as  he  took  one  last  look  at  the  trolley  of  which  he  had  once  been  so  proud.  I  slowly  made 
my  way  back  into  the  house  and  closed  the  balcony  doors  tightly,  as  if  to  make  sure  the  world  was  kept  outside,  but  it  was  already  too  late. 

Paulina  Abarca,  Secondary  IV. 


April  Fools! 

April  1,  1981  was  certainly  a  day  to  remember  as  17  bright  and 
cheerful  Selwyn  House  lads  (in  drag)  took  the  place  of  the  Sixth  Form 
in  Prayers.  Garth  Bray,  Head  Boy  of  Selwyn  House,  gallantly  took  on 
Cinny’s  duties,  and  in  addition,  above  and  beyond  the  er  ...  call  of 
duty,  he  recited  a  familiar  little  poem  to  us.  (There  was  a  little  girl, 
who  had  a  little  curl  ...”)  To  top  it  all  off,  all  seventeen  “beautiful 
young  ladies”  sang  us  their  rendition  of  an  old  classic,  “Frere 
Jacques”.  Reluctant  to  part  with  their  newly  discovered,  (“Gee,  these 
things  are  comfortable!”)  Study  tunics,  it’s  been  said  that  the  odd¬ 
looking  bunch  took  a  little  tour  of  Westmount  on  that  sunny  April 
morning.  But  then,  we  don’t  want  to  start  any  rumours  ...  Thanks, 
guys! 
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On  the  evening  of  March  10,  the  gym  was  filled  with  people,  bustling  about,  trying  to 
find  seats,  talking  to  their  neighbour  and  flipping  through  small  yellow  programs.  As  the 
house  lights  went  down,  a  purple  light  appeared  on  the  stage.  The  audience  fell  silent  as  the 
stage  lights  brightened,  and  the  result  of  many  months’  torturous  work,  the  Study 
production  of  “Announcing  Antonia”,  began. 

Besides  the  months  of  rehearsals  to  insure  that  Mrs.  Montgomery’s  (Caroline  Rhea)  walk 
would  be  just  so,  Mary  Elizabeth  Brown’s  (Stacy  Engels)  southern  accent  would  be  perfect, 
Concha  (Tania  Jebali)  and  Yucca  (Karen  Yarosky)  would  be  able  to  sing  and  play  in 
harmony,  Diane  (Cynthia  Eberts)  and  Mrs.  Deveraux  (Astrid  Guttman)  would  know  exactly 
how  to  appear  snobby,  Bixby  (Amy  Wall)  and  Miss  Cushing  (Melanie  Barwick)  would 
appear  ready  to  do  all  for  their  darling  “Tucky”  Francine’s,  (Caroline  Price)  French  accent 
would  seem  thoroughly  French,  and  Tina  (Hilary  Rapkin)  and  Eugenie  (Borra  Garson)  and 
Gwendolyn  (Marnie  Waxman)  would  have  their  stage  movements  just  right,  many  hours 
were  spent  preparing  the  sets,  collecting  props,  and  gathering  and  repairing  costumes. 
Wendy,  Michelle  and  Pauline  (costumes),  Venetia,  Sarah  and  Marina  (props),  Angie  and 
Cathy  (sets),  and  Paulina  (makeup),  all  did  a  great  job  in  collecting  all  the  things  necessary 
to  a  smooth  performance,  as  did  Kirstie  Creighton  in  her  role  as  prompter,  under  the 
watchful  eyes  of  the  assistant  director  (Linda  MacKenzie)  and  the  backstage  directors  (Pam 
Gregory  and  Erin  O’Brien). 

The  one  person  who  deserves  the  most  credit  for  all  the  time  and  effort  she  contributed  is 
the  director,  Ms.  Biggs.  With  her  help,  the  performance  given  was  an  absolutely  smashing 
one! 


Public  Speaking 

On  February  3,  1981,  The  Study  once  again  hosted  the  annual  Q.A.I.S.  Public  Speaking  Com¬ 
petition.  It  was  an  interesting  night,  with  fourteen  schools  represented.  Jennifer  Oulton  was  the 
Study’s  representative,  and  for  the  occasion,  she  wore  the  new  Study  uniform  skirt,  the  first  time  it 
has  been  worn  in  public.  The  winners  were  as  follows:  First,  Douglas  Heintzman  of  Loyola;  Second, 
Christine  Lennon  of  Sacred  Heart;  Third,  Daniel  Chiu  of  L.C.C.  Honourable  Mentions  went  to 
Sharon  Galloti  of  Queen  of  Angels,  Anne  Hallward  of  B.C.S.,  Jennifer  Oulton  of  The  Study,  and 
John  Shannon  of  Selwyn  House. 
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On  Friday,  December  19,  the  Study 
celebrated  Christmas  with  a  bang.  The  day 
began  with  carol  singing  in  the  gym.  The 
traditional  “Good  King  Wenceslas”  was  sung 
by  Caroline  Ross  as  the  king  and  Wendy  Chiu 
as  the  page.  We  were  then  entertained  by  acts 
from  various  grades,  including  everything  from 
creative  dance  routines,  to  French  plays,  to 
musical  performances,  along  with  a  Beatles’ 
song  performed  “sixties  style”  by  the  Glee 
Club.  Movies  were  then  shown  to  the  lower 
grades,  while  the  grade  elevens  tried  desperately 
to  get  ready  for  the  Christmas  dinner.  By 
12:15,  kindergarten  to  grade  nine  were  seated 
at  their  tables  enjoying  a  delicious  turkey 
dinner,  when  all  of  a  sudden,  bells  were  heard 
tinkling  in  the  hall  and  Santa  Claus  and  his 
little  elves  burst  through  the  door.  Since 
everyone  had  been  very  good,  we  were  each 
presented  with  a  chocolate  miniature  of  the 
jolly  man  himself. 

All  in  all,  we  had  a  great  day  with  thanks  to 
the  special  help  of  Mrs.  Scott  and  Mrs.  Cooke 
and  the  grade  tens  for  their  unfailing  help. 

Luv 

all  of  Santa’s  helpers 


Stratford 


The  year  got  off  to  an  excellent  start  in  September  as  the  Sixth  Form  headed  off 
to  Stratford,  Ontario,  for  three  days.  We  had  a  pleasureable  stay  at  the  Queens 
Hotel  and  certainly  made  the  most  of  our  nights  there.  We  were  fortunate  enough  to 
see  three  wonderful  plays: 

Shakespeare’s  TWELFTH  NIGHT  and  MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING,  and 
Chekov’s  THE  SEAGULL.  Everyone  was  so  overwhelmed  by  the  superb  per¬ 
formances  of  Brian  Bedord  and  Maggie  Smith  that  after  the  performances,  we 
waited  to  speak  to  them  and  get  their  autographs.  Between  the  plays  we  spent  the 
time  picnicing  along  the  river  Avon,  and  wandering  through  Stratford.  Thank  you 
Ms.  Biggs  and  Mrs.  O’Brien  for  tolerating  us  and  helping  to  make  those  three  days 
thoroughly  enjoyable! 
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Ottawa 


On  May  6,  the  Sixth  Form  and  Secondary  I 
were  taken  to  Ottawa  by  Mrs.  Scott,  Mrs.  Cooke, 
and  Mr.  Hamilton.  We  enjoyed  ourselves,  and 
especially  lunch  at  the  Parliamentary  Cafeteria! 
We  visited,  together  or  separately,  the  Museum  of 
Man,  the  National  Art  Gallery,  and  The 
Parliament  Buildings.  The  Sixth  Form  all  im¬ 
proved  their  tans,  and  discovered  a  great  candy 
store  (What  are  field  trips  for,  anyway?!) 

Thanks  to  Mum,  Dad,  and  Mrs.  Scott,  for 
putting  up  with  us! 
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Talent  Show 

On  May  1st,  just  before  the  May  Day  Carnival,  The  Study  held  its  talent  show.  We  were  presented  a  multitude  of  acts 
varying  from  gym  and  dance  routines  to  musical  numbers  and  skits. 

Thanks  to  the  hard  work  of  the  entertainment  committee  and  the  talents  of  everyone  who  participated  we  enjoyed  a 

great  day. 
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Soccer 


BACK  ROW:  Alexandra  Ballard,  Caroline  Rhea,  Cynthia  Lank,  Cynthia  Hyde,  Captain, 
Linda  Mackenzie,  Erin  O’Brien,  Avery  Mackay. 

SECOND  ROW:  Stacey  Engels,  Sarah  Beech,  Astrid  Guttman,  Karen  Yarosky,  Jill 
Tetrault,  Michele  Smith, 

FRONT  ROW:  Borra  Garson,  Caroline  Otto,  Paulina  Arbarca. 


“O.K.  you  guys,  this  team’s  crummy,  We’re  really  gonna  cream  them  this 
time!  O.K.  Let’s  go,  Whoops,  we  forgot  to  cheer.  Gooooo  Study!  Let’s  get 
out  there  and  win!” 

We  tried. 

Well,  it  was  all  worth  dinner  at  Mother  Tucker’s.  We  all  had  a  great  time, 
and  tried  our  best.  Thanks  to  Mrs.  Wright  and  our  supporters. 

Remember  ...  7  a.m.  practices,  mud  fights,  water  fights  ... 


Basketball 


This  year  did  not  produce  any  great  victories  for  the  Juvenile  Basketball 
team.  However,  they  tried  their  best  and  certainly  had  fun.  The  Study 
supporters  really  came  through  well,  helping  to  cheer  the  team  on.  This 
year  may  also  have  been  the  last  year  for  the  uniform,  introduced  four 
years  ago,  and  next  year,  we  hope  to  get  blue  shorts  and  a  white  shirt. 
Better  luck  next  year! 

The  Bantam  League  did  do  a  bit  better  than  the  Juveniles,  producing 
one  win.  They  were  fortunate  enough  to  have  Doug  Collier  coach  them  in 
basketball  skills  which  will  surely  prove  useful  in  the  years  to  come.  Keep 
up  the  good  work! 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Jennifer  Eberts,  Tara  Siev, 
Zoe  Creighton,  Vittoria  Galeotti,  Beverly  Johnson, 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Anne  Troubetzhoy,  Fiorella  Fiore,  Fiona 
Wright,  Debbie  Schatia. 

FRONT  ROW:  Liz  Cheesbrough,  Julie  Bushell,  Heather 
Trott,  Sandy  McCall. 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Lisa  Hodes, 
Melanie  Barwick,  Jill  Tetrault,  Cynthia  Hyde, 
Sarah  Beech,  Andy  Dingle,  Borra  Garson. 
FRONT  ROW:  Mary  Scott,  Wendy  Harper, 
Cynthia  Carrique,  Marnie  Waxman. 


Volleyball 


The  volleyball  team  was  dealt  a  severe  blow  at 
the  beginning  of  the  season  when  two  of  its 
members  were  the  unfortunate  victims  of  a  car 
accident  in  Lennoxville.  Sarah  Beech  and  Andy 
Dingle  were  both  unable  to  play  for  the  rest  of 
the  season,  but  luckily,  they  recovered  nicely 
from  their  injuries. 

The  team  managed  to  maintain  an  impressive 
record,  nonetheless,  and  were  first  place  in  their 
division  for  the  majority  of  the  season.  Even¬ 
tually,  they  came  third  in  their  division,  after 
being  defeated  by  Trafalgar  and  Westmount 
High. 

The  team  wishes  to  thank  Mrs.  Wright  for  her 
enthusiasm  and  help.  Best  of  luck  next  year! 

LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Avery  Mackay,  Melodie 
Schweitzer,  Caro  Sambrook,  Jennifer  Eberts,  Jill 
Tetrault,  Debbie  Schatia,  Manager;  Cynthia 
Ross,  Sarah  Beech,  Taffy  Miller,  Andy  Dingle, 
Mary1  Scott. 
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BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Cynthia  Ross,  Marnie  Waxman. 

FRONT  ROW:  Caroline  Rhea,  Taffy  Miller,  Mary  Scott,  Cynthia  Eberts. 


The  Study’s  tennis  season  began  very  well  in  the  fall,  when  we  participated  in  an  inter-private  school  tennis  tournament,  and  our 
senior  doubles  team  (Cinny  Eberts  and  Caroline  Rhea)  placed  second. 

In  the  spring,  there  was  a  great  turnout  for  the  tennis  team  that  participated  in  the  G.M.l.A.A.  tournament.  Here  again,  the 
Study  did  very  well.  Caroline  Rhea  (singles),  and  Marnie  Waxman  and  Cynthia  Ross  (doubles)  made  it  to  the  semi-finals,  and  Taffy 
Miller  and  Mary  Scott  won  the  gold  medal  for  doubles. 

Many  thanks  to  Mrs.  Balfour  and  Mrs.  Wright  for  all  their  support.  Good  luck  next  year! 
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Cross-Country  Running 


The  concept  of  cross-country  running  is 
finally  becoming  popular  among  our 
students.  The  increase  in  participation  this 
year  was  due  mainly  to  the  enthusiastic 
Bantams  (Gr.  7).  The  Bantams  trained  hard 
under  the  efficient  coaching  of  Mme. 
Jasmin.  At  the  regional  meet,  everyone  did 
her  best  and  one  of  the  Midgets,  Alex 
Ballard,  placed  in  the  regionals,  thereby 
qualifying  for  the  Provincials  in  l’An- 
nociation,  Quebec.  We  hope  that  next  year 
more  of  the  senior  students  will  participate, 
allowing  the  school  to  field  all  three  groups: 
Bantam,  Midget,  and  Juvenile. 

Thanks  to  our  coach  and  all  participants. 

BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Julie  Bushell, 
Tara  Siev,  Avery  Mackay,  Alexandra 
Ballard,  Lauren  Yarosky,  Leith  Blachford. 
FRONT  ROW:  Zoe  Creighton,  Sandy 
McCall,  Vittoria  Galeotti,  Gilly  Riley, 
Tanya  Martin,  Rachel  DeSalis. 
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This  year  the  midget  badminton  team  played  quite  well. 
Although  we  did  not  win  our  section  matches,  we  managed  to 
place  second  behind  Westmount  High  School.  They  proceeded 
to  the  finals.  We  would  like  to  thank  all  the  parents  who  helped 
drive  the  team  to  its  matches,  and  especially  Mrs.  Balfour  for 
coaching  us. 

To  the  midget  team  next  year  *  good  luck! 

BACK  ROW:  Melodie  Schweitzer,  Wendy  Harper,  Cynthia  Ross. 
SECOND  ROW:  Mary  Scott,  Andrea  Dingle,  Mamie  Waxman. 
FRONT  ROW:  Cynthia  Carrique. 


Bantam 

This  year  the  bantam  badminton  team  did  well.  For  the  second 
time  in  a  row,  the  team  won  the  G.M.I.A.A.  championship.  After 
winning  within  our  region  at  Westmount  High,  we  went  on  to 
Lachine  High  to  clean  up  the  finals.  In  the  individuals,  Heather  Trott 
won  the  bronze  medal  in  singles,  and  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough  and 
Vickie  Angel  won  the  silver  medal  for  doubles.  All  in  all,  it  was  a 
great  year  for  our  team. 

BACK  ROW:  Gillian  Riley,  Caro  Sambrook,  Heather  Trott,  Vicky 
Angel. 

FRONT  ROW:  Sandy  McCall,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough. 


This  year  the  swimming  team 
participated  in  the  G.M.I.A.A.  We 
swam  to  the  best  of  our  ability  and 
certainly  had  fun,  however,  we  did  not 
succeed  in  placing.  Better  luck  next 
year! 


BACK  ROW:  Lauren  Yarosky,  Beverly  Johnson,  Sarah  Beech,  Avery  Mackay,  Caroline 
Ross,  Andrea  Dingle,  Cynthia  Hyde,  Linda  Mackenzie,  Leith  Blachford,  Zoe  Creighton. 
SECOND  ROW:  Tara  Siev,  Tanya  Martin,  Debbie  Schatia,  Cynthia  Lank,  Alexandra 
Ballard,  Wendy  Harper. 

FRONT  ROW:  Fiona  Wright,  Leslie  Kaufmann,  Gillian  Riley,  Sandy  McCall. 


BACK  ROW:  Vanessa  Emery,  Fiona  Wright,  Leslie  Paris,  Cathy  Blundell,  Mary 
Halward,  Cynthia  Carrique,  Julie  Bushell. 

FRONT  ROW:  Gillian  Riley,  Leslie-Ann  Chang,  Michele  Cohen,  Sandy  McCall,  Lauren 
Yarosky,  Lisa  Cytrynbaum,  Andrea  Robinson,  Rachel  DeSalis. 


This  year  both  our  novice  and  in¬ 
termediate  teams  have  done  very  well, 
out  of  the  three  competitions  which 
were  held  at  Trafalgar  School,  the 
novice  team  placed  first  in  our  Zone 
and  won  the  gold  medal  and  a  plaque! 
We  hope  to  be  able  to  do  the  same 
thing  next  year.  Sandy  McCall,  Julie 
Bushell,  Michelle  Cohen,  Lisa 
Cytrynbaum,  and  Rachel  DeSalis  are 
now  eligible  for  the  Provincial 
Gymnastics  Competition.  They  placed 
in  the  top  six  on  each  event  they 
competed  in  at  the  Invividual  Gym¬ 
nastics  Competition  on  April  10. 

The  intermediate  team,  consisting  of 
only  three  people,  placed  second  in 
their  zone  and  won  the  silver  medal. 
Cynthia  Carrique  and  Fiona  Wright 
are  now  eligible  for  the  Provincials, 
held  in  May. 

Best  of  luck  to  the  gym  team  next 
year  and  to  the  gymnasts  competing  in 
the  Provincials! 


The  Study  entered  several  teams  in  the  G.M.I.A.A.  this  year,  and 
we  had  a  successful  and  enjoyable  year,  thanks  to  everyone  who 
participated.  Keep  up  that  old  Study  spirit  and  good  luck  next  year! 


Awards 

SIXTH  FORM  PRIZES 

Head  Girl  -  Cynthia  Eberts 
Sub  -  Head  Girl  -  Tania  Jebali 
Vale  Prize  -  Erin  O’Brien 

Jennifer  Oulton 

Academic  Promise  -  Venetia  Eisenhauer 

DRAMA  PRIZE  -  Melanie  Barwick 

HOUSE  AWARDS 

Athletic  Cup  -  Mu  Gamma 
Swimming  Cup  -  Kappa  Rho 
House  Point  Cup  -  Delta  Beta 
Debate  Plaque  -  Beta  Lambda 

SCHOOL  PRIZES 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Prize: 

SENIOR  First  -  Stacy  Engels 

Second  -  Cynthia  Lank 

Elizabeth  Waterston 
JUNIOR  First  -  Miranda  Duffy 
Second  -  Kim  Lerch 

Whitley  Award  for  Handwriting: 

SENIOR  First  -  Pauline  Hradil 

Second  -  Melanie  Barwick 
MIDDLE  First  -  Heather  McDowell 

Second  -  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough 
JUNIOR  First  -  Genie  Cortez 

Annabel  Soutar 


Verse  Speaking: 

SENIOR  First  -  Cynthia  Carrique 

Second  -  Amy  Wall 
MIDDLE  First  -  Carey  Evans 

Second  -  Anouk  Looten 
JUNIOR  First  -  Margaret  Bentley 

Second  -  Natasha  Dupont 
Hon.  Mention  -  Josephine  de  Bono 

Public  Speaking: 

SENIOR  First  -  Jennifer  Oulton 

Hon.  Mention  -  Ayse  Ataman 
MIDDLE  First -Blyth  Taylor 

Extra-Mural  Public  Speaking: 

SENIOR  Jennifer  Oulton  (Hon.  Mention) 

SECONDARY  III  Taffy  Miller  (placed  third) 

Cynthia  Carrique  (Hon.  Mention) 
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•  Haberdashers 


•  Custom  Tailors 

•  Made  to  Measure  Clothing 


•  Custom  Shirts 


Howarth  s 


1444  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 
Montreal,  P.Q. 
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TELEPHONE:  861  9242 
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congratulations 

To  the  Class  of  31 
tour  Photographers 
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CONCORDIA 

UNIVERSITY 


Best  Wishes  to 
the  1981  Graduates 


Some  of  the  benefits  of  an  education  cannot  be 
measured  in  immediate  terms.  This  is  because 
an  education  should  do  more  than  merely  teach 
you  about  things.  It  should  also  help  you  to 
understand  both  yourself  and  the  world  in  which 
you  live. 

We  hope  that  your  High  School  experiences  have 
prepared  you  to  deal  with  the 
challenges  ahead. 

Loyola  Campus 
7141  Sherbrooke  W. 

Sir  George  Williams  Campus 

1455  de  Maisonneuve  Blvd.  W.  71 

Montreal 


S.O.G.A. 


NEWS  OF  THE  1980  GRADUATING  CLASS 

All  of  last  year’s  Graduating  Class  are  continuing  their  studies  at  various  institutions  of  higher  learning.  CEGEPs  in  Montreal  are  the  most 
popular,  with  five  girls  at  Marianopolis  -  Heather  Avrith,  Cynthia  Caron,  Bethany  Harper,  Janet  McDonald  and  Linda  Rudberg;  two  each  at 
John  Abbott  -  Elizabeth  Ballantyne,  Susan  Oliver,  and  Brebeuf  -  Claudia  Lach,  Valerie  Pepler;  and,  “performing  solo’’,  Betsy  Harper  at 
Vanier  and  Evelyn  Cheesbrough  at  Dawson. 

The  Eastern  Townships  have  attracted  Kathy  Goddard  and  Dominique  Panel  Raymond,  who  are  at  Champlain  Regional  college  in  Len- 
noxville,  while  Sara  Price  is  also  in  Lennoxville  at  Bishop’s  College  School. 

Six  girls  chose  to  leave  ‘La  Belle  Province’  (on  a  temporary  basis,  we  hope)  for  their  further  education.  Tina  Otto,  Laurie  Stacey,  and  Willa 
Stevenson  are  at  U.N.B.,  Jennifer  McRobert  and  Jane  Whittall  are  studying  at  Mount  Allison,  and  Carol  Turner,  the  only  membr  of  the  class 
South  of  the  Border  at  the  moment,  is  at  Phillip’s  Academy  in  Andover,  Massachusetts. 

VALEDICTORY 

Mrs.  Scott,  members  of  the  staff,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  fellow  students,  and  members  of  the  graduating  class  of  1981: 

Some  of  us  have  been  at  this  school  for  twelve  years,  and  others  of  us  arrived  only  last  year,  but  we’ve  all  been  fortunate  enough  to  share  quiet  a  few 
special  days  together.  Today,  our  last  day,  is  a  very  special  and  happy  day  for  all  of  us.  It  may  mark  the  end  of  our  time  at  The  Study,  a  place  we  will  all 
miss,  but  it  is  important  to  remember  that  today  is  also  a  beginning.  However,  before  the  class  of  1981  leaves  this  building  today,  all  together  for  the 
last  time,  I’d  like  to  say  a  few  words  on  their  behalf: 

We  all  remember  our  first  day  here,  whether  we  wore  pigtails,  braces,  or  a  tunic  down  to  our  knees;  the  day  was  memorable.  Today,  we’re 
leaving,  and  the  only  complaint  that  comes  to  my  mind  is  that  our  first  day  still  seems  like  yesterday! 

The  changes  have  come,  slowly  but  surely,  as  we’ve  grown  up  together,  but  the  years  have  passed  very  quickly.  It’s  hardly  even  necessary  to 
mention  that  they  have  been  filled  with  good  times,  warm  friendships,  cherished  moments,  and  laughs  -  but  they  have.  I’m  sure  none  of  us  will 
ever  forget  Stratford,  gym  class,  talks  at  lunch,  study  periods,  the  grad  dance,  and  Quebec  City,  among  other  things. 

A  French  philosopher  once  said,  “To  go  away  is  to  die  a  little  ...  Everywhere  and  always,  one  leaves  behind  a  piece  of  oneself.”  I  think  The 
Study  will  always  have  a  little  piece  of  each  of  us. 

Of  course,  graduating  from  high  school,  we  should  also  be  looking  to  the  future,  and  despite  our  regret  at  leaving,  I’m  sure  we  all  are.  Try  to 
imagine  our  twentieth  reunion,  in  the  year  2001!  The  scene  is  The  Study  gym:  Seventeen  busy  career  women  and,  no  doubt,  several  offspring 
enrolled  in  the  coeducational  Study  school,  which  will  offer  the  International  Baccalaureate,  of  course! 

I  think  the  experience  we  have  gained  by  being  members  of  the  Sixth  Form  has  been  invaluable  and  will  certainly  help  us  later  on  in  life,  no 
matter  what  we  decide  to  do.  This  year,  we’ve  been  extremely  fortunate  with  an  efficient  and  organized  student  council  that  really  worked  hard. 
Thanks  are  also  due  to  our  entertainment  committee,  who  saw  to  it  that  our  grad  dance,  held  last  Friday  night  and  Saturday,  was  a  real  success! 
We’ve  had  a  great  year!  Of  course,  and  most  importantly,  none  of  it  would  have  been  possible  without  the  unfailing  support  and  cooperation  of 
the  staff,  parents,  and  the  rest  of  the  school;  you  were  always  there  when  we  needed  you  and  when  it  mattered  most. 

But  then,  isn’t  that  just  what  makes  The  Study  such  a  nice  place  to  be?  At  a  time  when  students  all  across  Canada  have  to  contend  with  being 
known  as  nothing  more  than  a  number  in  a  computer  somewhere,  this  school  cares.  Here,  people  make  an  effort  to  understand  who  and  what 
you  are,  and  then,  they  encourage  you  to  discover  who  and  what  you  have  the  potential  to  become.  It’s  a  nice  feeling. 

One  teacher  has  decided  to  leave  the  school  this  year,  and  although  we  owe  thanks  to  all  the  teachers  and  Mrs.  Scott  for  keeping  us  going,  Miss 
Foster  will  be  missed  by  everyone.  Thank  you  Miss  Foster,  for  making  History  enjoyable  and  never  giving  us  what  Paddy  gave  the  drum.  I 
remember  you  told  us  once  that  we  couldn’t  graduate  without  a  certain  piece  of  knowledge:  I  think  we  all  know  -  The  Battle  of  Hastings  was  in 
1066. 

I’d  like  to  wish  the  Secondary  IV’s  the  best  of  luck  next  year,  but  they  certainly  have  our  vote  of  confidence. 

I’ve  heard  it  said  that  the  happiest  people  are  those  who  possess  the  ability  to  treasure  the  past,  enjoy  the  present,  and  anticipate  the  future. 
Our  school  has  given  us  all  many  things  to  treasure,  much  to  enjoy,  and  everything  to  anticipate;  and  we’re  grateful. 

Thank  you. 


Jennifer  Oulton,  June  4,  1981. 
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EDITORIAL 


We  want  to  thank  all  the  girls  who  have  written  stories  which  we  have  been  unable  to  use  on  ac¬ 
count  of  the  limited  space,  and  also  those  whose  contributions  are  being  published.  Brief  as  it  is,  we 
feel  that  the  Chronicle  represents  the  school  and  we  hope  that  it  will  encourage  the  feeling  of  unity 
and  good-fellowship  among  the  students. 

Reprinted  from  the  first  issue  of 

The  Study  Chronicle 
June  1918 


BEING  BLIND 

Being  blind  is  very  hard 
To  find  out  where  you  are. 

I  want  to  see! 

I  want  to  know  my  history! 

If  I  were  young,  and  I  could  see 
You  know  what  I’d  do? 

I’d  climb  a  tree 
But  best  of  all 
I’m  sure  you’ll  agree 
That  best  of  all 
Is  being  able  to  see. 


Mary  Fraser 
Grade  3 


NEW  LEAVES  COMING  TO  LIFE 

I  looked  out  my  window, 

And  what  did  I  see? 

The  leaves  coming  to  life. 

They  pranced  and  they  danced, 

Hanging  from  their  branches, 

They  blew  and  they  grew, 

Into  beautifully  coloured  leaves. 

There  were  red  ones, 

And  green  ones  and  brown  ones  too, 
Orange  ones 
And  yellow  ones 

And  all  of  the  colours  mixed  together. 
Then  the  wind  stopped 
And  the  snow  began  to  fall, 

And  one  by  one,  the  leaves  started  to  die, 
And  it  got  colder, 

and  colder, 
and  colder. 


Genie  Cortez 
Grade  4 


There  was  a  young  man  of  Kedoz 
Who  everyone  thought  was  a  bore. 
But  one  day  he  said, 

“I’ll  blow  out  of  my  head” 

And  no  one  thought  that  anymore. 

Anne  Heenan 
Grade  4 


MAX 

Two  or  three  months  ago  my  mum  said  I  could  get  a  cat  so  we  went  to  the  S.P.C.A.  I  went  into  a 
small  room.  I  saw  cats  and  dogs.  I  looked  at  the  cats  and  there  was  a  black  kitten  who  looked  so  sad. 
It  was  in  a  small  cage  just  sitting  there.  He  was  the  saddest  kitten  in  the  room.  I  said  to  my  mom,  “I 
will  take  his  one”.  I  took  him  out  of  the  cage  and  held  it  close  by  me.  Then  I  paid  the  man.  On  the 
way  home  when  I  was  in  the  car  I  was  so  happy  I  couldn’t  say  a  word.  1  was  so  happy! 

Danielle  Dolisie 
Grade  3 


MEMORIES 


I  stepped  out  of  the  taxi,  after  I  finished  paying.  I  was  standing  in  front  of  my  old  house.  I  lived  in  this  house  for  eight  years  of  my  childhood. 
My  house  had  not  changed  much.  I  noticed  the  vines  were  still  there,  but  there  were  many  more  vines  than  I  ever  remembered.  It  sure  made  the 
house  more  beautiful.  I  kept  gazing  at  the  house  when  a  woman  opened  the  door,  and  wondered  if  I  needed  something.  I  told  her  that  I  was  just 
looking,  and  how  nice  the  house  was.  I  did  not  want  to  enter  the  house,  because  I  would  recall  too  many  memories.  I  was  still  looking  a  the 
house  when  I  noticed  my  room  had  Laura  Ashley  curtains  hanging  on  the  window.  That  was  probably  the  new  fashion.  My  old  room  had  orange 
curtains. 

I  was  pulled  away  from  my  thoughts  when  a  girl  came  charging  out  of  the  house  again.  This  girl  was  young  and  had  her  cheerleading  clothes 
on.  The  girl  trampled  over  the  nice  green  grass  and  crushed  the  flowers.  When  my  sisters,  brother  and  I  did  this  we  got  into  a  lot  of  trouble,  so 
we  never  did  it. 

Our  old  house  was  beautiful  and  lovely.  I  never  realized  how  lovely  it  was.  When  I  was  fourteen  years  old  we  moved  from  this  house,  and  I  did 
not  really  have  a  good  look  at  the  house.  I  wished  I  could  still  live  in  it,  but  I  cannot.  I  better  leave  the  house  now,  so  I’m  not  too  late  for  Claire. 
I  left  the  house  just  thinking  about  all  of  our  memories.  It  seems  like  just  yesterday  that  we  lived  in  my  old  house.  I  love  my  old  house. 


Gilly  Riley 
Secondary  I 


LITTLE  LION  CUB 

As  I  peered  through  the  forest  I  saw, 

A  little  lion  cub; 

This  lion  cub  was  furry  and  cute, 

His  fur  was  all  brown,  an  awfully  nice  suit; 

He  walked  with  class 
No  jumping  or  running, 

He  had  a  black  cane  and  white  gloves  that  were  stunning; 
His  mane  was  all  cut  and  his  face  all  shaved, 

I  imagine  he  was  at  the  barber  that  day; 

Where  he  was  going  it  was  plain  to  see, 

Off  to  his  aunt’s  house  for  some  tea; 

I  saw  as  he  walked  towards  his  aunt’s  house, 

He  picked  up  each  flower  even  so  small  as  a  mouse; 

As  he  knocked  at  the  entrance  with  a  lovely  bouquet, 

His  aunt  came  out  but  what  did  she  say? 

Sonny,  sonny  what  a  disgrace, 

Look  at  your  tie,  and  look  at  that  face; 

Into  the  house  both  lions  did  trot, 

And  sat  down  in  silence  and  then  began  to  talk; 

What  happened  next  I  do  not  know, 

But  it  was  a  eleven  o’clock  before  I  saw  him  go; 

He  walked  back  in  silence,  his  face  all  aglow, 

He  said,  “What  Excitement  I  had  with  Aunt  Jo.” 

Virginia  Schweitzer 
Grade  6 


THE  RING 

It  was  Friday  evening,  and  I  sat  on  the  sofa,  staring  out  the  window  at  the  empty  street.  So  many  things  were  rushing  through  my  mind,  and  1 
was  getting  very  anxious  for  what  was  to  occur  when  the  darkness  came. 

Mother  called  to  me  from  the  kitchen  to  settle  down  and  read  a  book  because  it  would  not  be  dark  for  at  least  three  more  hours.  I  began  to 
pace  the  floor  trying  to  get  my  mind  off  the  excitement.  I  picked  up  a  magazine  and  flipped  through  it,  occasionally  glancing  at  the  pictures,  but 
my  eyes  seemed  to  wander  from  the  pages  to  the  window  and  out  into  the  daylight,  searching  for  a  glimmer  of  darkness. 

Mother  came  out  of  the  kitchen  with  my  first  grade  reader  and  tried  to  make  me  practise  my  reading,  but  I  was  just  too  anxious.  The  hours 
seemed  to  drag  on  at  a  very  slow  pace,  and  I  still  remained  seated  on  the  sofa,  nervously  awaiting  the  darkness.  The  streetlights  came  on,  and  my 
heart  raced  with  excitement  as  I  noticed  the  sky  darkening.  Mother  said  I  must  wait  just  a  few  more  minutes  before  I  could  wander  out  into  the 
night. 

Finally,  it  was  time.  I  rushed  to  the  kitchen  and  grabbed  the  largest  bag  I  could  find.  Mother  put  on  her  winter  coat,  and  I  put  on  my  mask.  I 
was  King  Kong  this  Hallowe’en.  Mother  had  made  my  costume  from  an  old  rug  she  had  found  in  the  attic.  I  was  all  ready  to  venture  out  into  the 
night  of  witches  and  goblins.  My  favorite  thing  on  Hallowe’en  was  ringing  the  doorbells.  Each  doorbell  was  a  different  shape  and  each  seemed  to 
have  something  to  say  with  its  cheerful  sounding  notes. 

That  was  many  years  ago.  I  no  longer  go  out  for  Hallowe’en  because  I’m  too  old.  I  stay  inside  most  of  the  time,  and  I  dread  the  night  with  its 
coldness  and  dampness  that  make  my  bones  ache.  My  favorite  thing  is  to  hear  my  doorbell  ring.  It  is  the  most  cheerful  sound  in  my  house.  When 
I  hear  the  doorbell  ring,  I  usually  know  who  it  is.  In  the  morning,  it’s  the  milkman;  in  the  afternoon,  it’s  the  mailman;  and  in  the  evening,  it’s 
the  paperboy  delivering  my  paper.  However,  I  hear  all  these  rings  everyday,  and  they  all  sound  the  same.  There  is  one  ring  my  doorbell  makes 
that  is  different  from  all  the  others  because  it  really  does  have  something  to  say.  This  ring  is  the  ring  I  hear  every  October  thirty-first  -  a  night 
when  I  don’t  mind  the  dark,  damp,  cold  because  I  have  the  children. 

I  waited  anxiously  for  this  ring  just  as  I  once  awaited  the  darkness  on  this  night.  Now,  I  awaited  the  darkness  on  this  night.  Now  I  await  this 
precious  sound. 

Today  is  Friday,  October  thirty-first,  and  the  darkness  has  already  fallen.  The  doorbell  has  rung  many  times,  and  I  have  opened  this  door  each 
time  to  cries  of  “Trick  or  Treat”. 

It  is  late  now  and  the  ringing  has  stopped  and  it  is  time  that  I  locked  my  door  and  went  to  bed.  I  must  lock  my  door  to  the  outside  world  of 
memories  and  the  happy  ringing  of  the  doorbell  calling  me  back  to  my  memories  of  childhood  and  letting  me  escape  for  one  evening  from  my  life 
of  sorrow  and  aching  bones. 


Amy  Wall 
Secondary  IV 
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THE  SHOPPING  CENTRE 


THE  TIGER 

The  tiger  is  a  very  splendid  animal. 
He  lives  very  like  a  mammal. 

He  eats  meat,  and  must  get  a  sheet 
for  his  feet,  because  he  hates  heat. 

He  lives  in  the  jungle  and  feeds  on 
pumpernickle.  And  he  sometimes  eats 
popsicles. 

Serge  Bubalo 
Grade  2 


MY  FRIEND 

Every  morning  when  I  wake, 

I  see  her  sitting  by  the  lake. 

When  the  stars  fade  away  before  the  dawn, 

I  turn  around  and  see  she’s  gone. 

She  wears  a  dress  as  white  as  snow, 

And  every  night  it  shines  with  a  mysterious  glow. 
I  think  she  lives  upon  the  stars 
On  the  planet  known  as  Mars. 

She  never  lets  me  say  hello 
Instead  she  says  that  she  has  to  go. 

I  wish  that  she  would  laugh  and  play, 

Instead  she  likes  to  walk  away 
But  sometimes  I  just  want  to  say: 

I  love  you. 

Heidi  Luber 
Grade  6 


I  enter  the  building, 

It’s  crowded  and  warm; 

A  lady  shouting,  a  child  munching  corn. 

The  ring  of  a  cash, 

The  trample  of  feet; 

The  sizzle  of  hamburgers  and  other  meats. 

The  squeaking  of  shopping  carts, 

The  crash  of  a  bottle; 

Outside  a  car  splashes  me  in  a  puddle. 

Now  I  am  home, 

I  eat  some  cake; 

I’ve  got  to  admit, 

I  have  a  headache! 

Wendy  Chiu 
Grade  5 


MR.  NOBODY 

Someone  lives  outside  in  the  snow, 

His  name?  We  really  don’t  know. 

He  doesn’t  live  inside  a  house, 

He  just  stands  there,  quiet  as  a  mouse. 

He’s  very  fat,  has  an  unusual  form, 

We  don’t  know  his  age,  or  where  he  was  born. 

We  ask  him  about  the  fairy  dancers, 

But  he  never,  ever,  ever  answers. 

We  had  someone  else  who  was  very  much  like  him, 
But  he  melted,  his  life  was  ever  so  dim. 

Bobbie  and  I  think  he’ll  melt,  too, 

But  we’ll  wait  for  that,  then  decide  what  to  do! 

Jennifer  Gibson 
Grade  6 


THE  PENCIL’S  STORY 

I  am  a  pencil.  I’m  waiting  to  be  used  by  my  owner.  My  owner  uses  me  often.  I  get  sharpened  every  morning.  It 
is  like  a  bath  to  me.  I  write  and  write  all  day  long. 

One  day  I  fell  on  to  the  floor.  My  owner  looked  for  me  could  not  find  me.  Then  “Oh!  Look  out!”  A  foot 
slipped  on  my  lead,  My  lead  broke.  Then  my  owner  looked  up  and  saw  somebody  about  to  put  me  into  a  garbage 
can.  She  went  over  and  said  I  was  her  pencil.  Then  I  had  to  have  another  bath! 

Soon  I  was  back  in  my  owner’s  hand,  writing.  At  the  end  of  the  day,  I  was  put  in  my  pencil  case  to  rest  until  the 
next  day.  My  owner  went  home. 


Anna  Berlyn 
Grade  4 


THE  LUCKY  IRISHMAN 


SUPER  PICKLE 


“Tis  the  luck  of  the  Irish”, 

He  used  to  say, 

But  he  is  no  more, 

Ever  since  May. 

He  was  a  tall  sort  of  man, 
Four  leaf  clovers  he  wore. 

A  horseshoe  and  a  leprechaun. 
In  his  closet,  he  had  stored. 


“What’s  that  flying  in  the  sky?  Is  it  Super  Man?  NO!  Is  it  Captain  Adventure? 
NO!  It’s  SUPER  PICKLE!”  Down  on  the  ground  two  bad  guys  are  going  to  take 
some  dynamite  and  blow  up  the  bank.  Will  Super  Pickle  save  the  bank?  I  hope  so. 
Super  Pickle  aimed  for  the  crooks  but  they  got  away.  For  days  and  days  and  days 
Super  Pickle  looked  for  the  crooks  hideout.  Then  one  day  he  found  it.  He  went 
inside.  The  crooks  were  counting  some  of  their  money  they  had  stolen.  Super  Pickle 
barged  in.  The  crooks  looked  up.  “Oh!  No!  Super  Pickle!”  One  of  the  crooks  took 
a  rope  but  Super  Pickle  caught  it  and  tied  the  crooks  up.  It  was  another  rescue  for 
...  Super  Pickle! 


So  much  money  he  won, 

So  much  money  he  had. 

He  went  all  over  the  world, 

And  even  to  Bagdad. 

He  had  so  many  friends, 

A  hundred  to  be  exact, 

No  cousins,  no  brothers, 

And  no  sisters  in  fact. 

His  hair,  oh  how  grey, 

His  face,  oh  how  wrinkled, 

His  ears,  they  were  sharp, 

And  his  freckles  were  sprinkled. 

He  was  good  and  so  kind. 

So  gentle  and  merry, 

His  words  were  devine, 

His  nose  like  a  cherry. 

But  one  day  he  fell  ill, 

A  bit  green  and  so  thin, 

A  fever,  a  headache, 

And  no  asperin. 

“The  measles,”  said  the  doctor, 
“The  mumps,”  said  the  maid, 
“Quiet,”  said  the  nurse, 

“His  green  is  beginning  to  fade.” 

The  green  was  gone. 

Indeed  it  was, 

But  left  behind 
A  shade  of  frambois. 


Tina  Sadek 
Grade  6 


Katherine  Yaphe 
Grade  3 


THE  MORNING 

The  sun  starts  to  rise, 

And  the  morning  wakes. 
The  birds  start  to  sing, 

The  leaves  on  the  branches 
Rustle  in  the  wind. 

Then  the  bang  of  the  paper 
Shakes  the  white  porch. 
And  the  still  quietness  - 
Of  the  Morning  is  gone. 


THE  EVENING 

In  the  evening, 

The  moon  rises  high. 

The  crickets  chirp, 

The  owls  hoot, 

And  the  wild  wolf 
Howls  in  the  midnight  air. 

The  water  ripples, 

With  the  cool  breeze 

And  then  all  is  silent,  so  silent. 

Kate  Fraser 
Grade  5 


BY  THE  HARBOUR 

By  the  harbour  you  can  hear  the  water  swish.  You  can  alway  hear  the  seagulls  cawing.  You  can  hear  the 
boats  roaring  around  in  the  swishing  water  listening  to  the  seagulls  cawing.  By  the  harbour  you  can  hear  the 
dock  creaking  while  the  fisherman  walk  over  it  with  their  clomping  rubber  boots. 


Natasha  Dupont 
Grade  Four 


TRAPPED 

I  heard  a  cry  from  an  animal  so  I  went  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  Then  I  saw  a 
line  in  a  trap  that  some  hunters  had  set.  So  I  carefully  lifted  the  trap  off  the  line  and 
the  animal  gave  me  a  big  lick  because  it  liked  me! 


Jennifer  White 
Grade  2 
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PAIN 


GREEN 


The  tears  have  dried  upon  my  cheeks, 

I  never  again  will  weep. 

I’ve  been  hurt  so  much 
I’ve  become  immune 

Though  the  sadness  within  me  grows  deep. 

The  pain  I  feel  will  never  heal, 

Though  time  goes  on  and  on. 

I  lock  it  up 

Inside  my  heart 

And  throw  away  the  key. 

But  there  my  sadness  grows  so  great, 

My  heart  cannot  enclose  it. 

It  overflows 
And  I  explode 

And  spread  my  sadness  wide. 

Thus  I  release  what  my  love  brings  on 
And  he  is  none  the  wiser 
He  goes  on  hurting 
unfeelingly 

And  the  wheel  keeps  on  turning. 

Virginia  Zarifi 
Secondary  IV 


FUNNY  LADY  JANE 
Lady  Jane, 

What  a  very  funny  name, 
Which  suits  her  very  well, 
For  she  wasn’t  very  swell! 

By  night  time  she  slept, 

And  in  the  closet, 

Her  dog  she  kept! 

At  times  she’d  yell. 

At  times  she’d  wear  pink, 
She’d  go  to  the  well. 

For  a  very  small  drink! 

Her  house  was  a  pen, 

And  her  chair  was  a  key, 
Her  bird  was  a  hen, 

And  her  plant  was  a  tree! 

She  ate  little  spoons, 

And  she  drank  little  forks, 
For  at  that  time  you  know, 
There  were  not  many  porks! 

As  you  can  see, 

From  this  story  I  tell, 

I’ll  always  repeat, 

That  she’s  not  very  well. 

Sharmelle  Shapiro 
Grade  6 


Green  is  the  grass, 

Or  the  deep,  deep  sea. 

Green  are  the  leaves, 

Or  a  teapot  -  made  for  tea. 

The  paint  on  the  walls, 

The  mountains  on  a  scene; 

All  these  things  appeal  to  me, 

As  the  colour  green. 

The  chairs  in  the  classroom, 

The  boats  in  a  bay. 

The  17th  of  March, 

Is  our  St.  Patrick’s  Day! 

The  wind  swishing  by, 

The  frogs  by  the  lake, 

The  lizards  in  the  field:- 

What  does  yellow  and  blue  make? 

Judy  Farkas 
Grade  5 


SEARCHING  FOR  A  GHOST 

Stealthily  I  walked  up  the  stairs  to  the  attic.  I  had  been  hearing  noises  all  afternoon  and  they  seemed  to  be  coming  from  the  floor  above  where 
I  was.  They  sounded  like  the  wailing  of  someone  or  something  in  pain.  As  I  neared  the  top  of  the  narrow  staircase,  a  terrible  thought  occurred  to 
me.  Those  wailings  and  meanings  could  have  been  those  of  a  ghost.  I  began  to  search  around  the  tiny  room  with  great  trepidation.  Supposing 
there  really  was  a  spirit  that  was  just  waiting  to  do  something  drastic  to  me.  I  had  read  many  old  English  tales  of  haunted  houses  with  squeaky 
doors,  moving  objects,  and  strange  noises;  now  I  was  really  beginning  to  believe  in  them.  Suddenly  those  ghost-like  sounds  started  to  grow  louder 
and  louder.  I  was  standing  beside  the  family  chest  and  I  knew  that  that  was  where  the  moanings  were  coming  from.  I  drew  up  some  courage  and 
opened  the  large  box.  As  soon  as  I  did  this,  I  began  to  laugh  hysterically.  It  became  rather  obvious  to  me  that  someone  was  trying  to  scare  me 
with  the  use  of  a  tape  recorder.  Now  that  I  had  realized  how  silly  I  had  been  in  letting  my  imagination  get  the  better  of  me,  there  was  still  one 
thing  that  I  found  rather  baffling.  Who  or  what  was  trying  to  frighten  me. 

Leslie-Ann  Chang 
Secondary  I 
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AUTUMN 


I  like  fall, 

Its  the  best  of  all. 

Cuddling  by  the  fire, 

As  the  flames  grow  higher  and  higher. 
All  the  different  colors  that  you  see, 
Would  you  like  to  catch  them  with  me? 
If  you  look  up  in  the  sky 
You  can  see  the  clouds  drift  by. 

Hot  chocolate  on  the  stove 
In  your  bathrobe. 

These  are  the  things  that  I  adore, 

Fall  is  not  at  all  a  bore! 


Ali  Yaphe 
Grade  5 


Dear  Diary,  April  8,  2031 

In  the  past  months  I  have  had  little  to  do  other  than  to  think  and  to  recall  my  past.  I  remember  about  fifty  years  ago,  when  I  was  in  my  teens, 
how  I  would  visit  my  grandmother,  and  she  would  tell  me  about  “the  good  old  days”  when  she  was  young.  After  her  visits  I  would  think  about 
my  present  life  and  wonder  if  I  would  remember  it  as  “the  good  old  days”.  At  that  age  it  seemed  to  me  that  nothing  exciting  ever  happened.  On 
one  occasion  I  told  this  to  my  grandmother  and  she  answered  that  when  I  was  older  it  would  be  different.  She  died  soon  after  this,  and  although 
I  missed  her  and  thought  a  lot  about  her,  it  was  not  until  this  morning  that  I  fully  realized  how  much  I  miss  my  past,  and  that  they  really  were 
“the  good  old  days”.  Today,  life  is  very  different.  After  the  great  oil  crisis  new  forms  of  energy  were  used,  many  of  which  gave  off  poisonous 
gases.  The  result  is  that  you  cannot  go  outside  without  a  mask.  When  I  was  young  I  took  for  granted  the  air  around  me  and  the  plants  that  grew, 
all  of  which  have  died  years  ago.  Oh!  how  I  miss  them,  especially  as  it  is  the  time  of  year  that  was  called  spring.  This  air  has  also  limited  the 
amount  of  travelling,  and  outdoor  sports  do  not  exist.  Most  homes  are  now  windowless  and  are  underground. 

Although  all  these  things  bother  me  and  make  me  long  for  my  youth,  when  these  problems  did  not  exist,  the  worst  change  is  the  amount  of 
work.  When  I  was  young  I  remember  complaining  about  the  amount  of  work  I  had  to  do.  Today  there  is  almost  no  work  to  be  done  except  for 
pushing  buttons.  Computers  that  were  starting  to  spread  fifty  years  ago,  have  now  taken  over  every  job,  even  the  growing  of  food!  The  com¬ 
puters  regulate  the  amount  of  water  and  light  the  plants  receive,  and  machines  plant  and  harvest  them.  Another  example  is  the  housework.  All  the 
cooking  and  cleaning  is  automatically  done.  Computers  have  also  affected  the  age  of  people.  Cures  have  been  discovered  for  almost  all  diseases 
and  the  average  life  expectancy  is  one  hundred  and  ten  years!  By  today’s  scale  I  am  not  very  old. 

Although  the  computers  have  given  people  much  spare  time,  many  people  dislike  it  and  like  me,  would  like  more  to  do.  They  would  like  to 
create  products  and  be  able  to  be  different  from  others.  In  fact  I  have  heard  about  movements  to  simplify  our  lives  and  to  make  them  more  like 
what  they  were  fifty  years  ago.  I  hope  it  will  happen  so  I  can  live  once  again  in  “the  good  old  days”. 


Mary  Hallward 
Secondary  II 


ODE  TO  A  GRAD  DATE 


It  happened  one  night  in  late  March 
I  really  went  out  on  a  larch, 

There  were  only  ten  weeks  to  go 
And  patience  is  a  virtue,  I  know, 

But  rationale  disappeared 
And  I  did  just  as  I’d  feared, 

I  did  it;  I  called  my  grad  date 
T’was  stupidity  rather  than  fate. 

I  called  twice,  then  quickly  hung  up 
But  after  two  rings  I  gave  up, 

Fearing  they’d  think  me  a  pervert 
Knowing  the  consequence  would  hurt, 

I  dialed  the  number  once  more 
I’m  still  wondering  exactly  what  for. 

He  answered  the  phone,  and  I  stayed  on 
And  at  that,  half  the  battle  had  been  won, 

My  best  friend  thought  I  was  joking 
Instead,  I  was  actually  choking. 

My  voice  was  as  cool  as  a  hot  summer  night 
But  somehow  I  managed  to  blurt  out  my  plight. 
“To  the  grad,  to  the  grad,  oh  please  will  you  go?” 
Couth  and  calm  etiquette,  I  did  not  show. 


The  small  talk  was  killing 
But  at  least  he  was  willing, 

I  was  so  ecstatic,  that  my  speech  grew  erratic 
Even  more  than  usually  so. 

To  the  grad,  to  the  grad  he  would  go 
My  ecstasy  he’d  never  know, 

Yes,  he  actually  did  not  say  no 
To  the  grad,  Yes  My  Grad  he  would  go! 
However,  next  year  I  think  I  shall  go  all  alone 
To  spare  all  the  anguish,  I  spent  on  the  phone. 

Caroline  Rhea 
Secondary  V 
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